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FELSO pours so freely and looks so white that 
you'll enjoy using it. FELSO has such a nice 
aroma that your wash smells as fresh as a May 
morning. No, you'll never find a nicer 
product to use than FELSO. Better yet, 
you'll never find one that does so many 
things — that washes clothes; 
washes dishes; washes paint 
and enamel; in fact, washes 
everything. 
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Try FELSO for 30 
days for clothes, for 
dishes, for  every- 
thing. See how FELSO 
leaves your hands 
smooth and soft. 
FELSO is mild. 
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Just try FELSO on your most troublesome wash- Now feel how soft and fluffy everything is. . . 
ing .. . on heavily soiled children's play suits or how easy to iron. And smell the fragrant fresh- 
work clothes. See how the dirt comes out... 
quickly and completely. Did you ever use a 
product that washes faster or cleaner? ... you'll always use it. 


ness ... a sure sign that with FELSO you get the 
cleanest, sweetest wash possible. Just try FELSO 
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STYLE No. 129 — Tiered sheathe — 
lavishly trimmed with lace. A fash- 
ion standout with rows and rows 
of expensive tucks. Rich rayon 
crepe in black and charcoal grey. 


STYLE No. 104 — Buttons on the 

37% brief jacket and down one side of 

‘? the skirt make this smart suit fash- 

( ion news. Fine rayon checked suit- 
ing in navy, brown, black. 


STYLE No. 450—Paris Elegance... 
See how soutache embroidery rings 
its tiny collar, dramatizes its side 
panels. See its slimming lines in 
fine rayon crepe. Black, navy, 
green, brown. 


STYLE No. 490—The long jacket suit 
—with flattery in every line—set 
with rich VELVET collar, cuffs 
and buttons. Superbly tailored in 
tine checked menswear rayon suit- 
ing. Black, navy or brown. 















STYLE No. 498—Same suit in solid 
colors of fine crease-resistant rayon 
gabardine. Black, navy, brown or 
charcoal grey. 
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Style 7N-1\MOON MAGIC 
intoxicating dream gown... Bewitching lace- 
ruffles accent the decollete neckline... the 
daringly-parted lavish skirt. ..the sweeping 
hemline. Fine multifilament crepe. In Mid- 
night Black, Heavenly Blue, Nude or White. 
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Bonnie yearned for society status and she finally decided to leave her numbers 
racketeer husband but she learned that deceit is found among bluebloods too. 
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Marriage at an early age was a bad mistake, Candy found, but she was de- 
termined to make Timmy pay for her lost years of youth with plenty of alimony. 


eer ee ne Ce TUNER, . 0.6... «00s scvtsecdeossdnabegusestiess 26 
When Art turned down Kit’s proposal, she rebounded to the altar with Pete but 
Art showed up again and his kisses burned with a fire she could not resist. 
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Connie carried a torch for Danny until one night she snapped a picture that 
landed her in his warm embrace and an even hotter blackmail plot. 

30 
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Because Annette was so certain of her husband’s love, she was not ready for the 
shock of thinking him unfaithful and then other men caught her on the rebound. 
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Fred’s joy over his job as a New York newspaperman was short-lived when he 
found out his new boss was a wolf—and thought his wife was mixed up with him. 
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ees Mr ID GRINS 0 ons os kin va vceewdnsca¥ Odean ec euies< 14 
Connie was fearful her marriage would never succeed because she waited too long 
for love to come her way . . . and then she found a way to overcome her fears. 
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Famed band leader skyrocketed to success by selling advice to the lovelorn in 
songs but after three marriages he finds much wrong with our women. 
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Once she was considered the “world’s greatest woman trumpet player” and then 
the Nazis put her in a concentration camp and everyone considered her dead. 
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Letters 


JAPANESE ROMANCE 


I have just finished reading another one of 
your wonderful books. In fact 1 have not 
missed buying an issue. I thought I would be 
the last person in the world to find fault. 

All the stories are just grand but there was 
one that got the best of me—‘My Japanese 
Romance.” I guess it is time that the wives and 
sweethearts of soldiers woke up. I am sure they 
will agree with me. While we are waiting and 
praying for their homecoming, some of them 
are having the time of their lives. The letters 
and promises that never come prove your story 
is really true. 

I never thought much about East and West 
romances until I finished reading Cpl. Bill 
Murray’s story. Some of your stories have ex- 
pressed the heartaches of interracial marriages. 
How could he have the nerve to write a story 
like that? My husband has been in Japan for 
three years. Wives just could not enjoy too 
many articles like that. 

1 must confess that your other stories and 
articles are just perfect. 

Lois Davis 
Kansas City, Mo. 


SOUTHERN STORIES 


I enjoy reading TaN Conressions. I’ve been 
reading them since they were first out. How- 
ever, | think you should publish stories about 
the average Negro in the South as well as 
Negroes in New York or Chicago. 

5 K. Bradley 

Los Angeles, Calif. 


I BEAT ELECTRIC CHAIR 


I am 21 years old and have been buying TAN 
ConFEssIONsS every month. I have enjoyed 
every issue but for me the main story in the 
September issue is “I Beat the Electric Chair.” 
It really is swell. 

| think all murderers should read that story. 
It really would help them. 

Ponzie Burnnett 
Louisville, Ky. 


Out of all the Tan Conressions I have 
bought, and of all the stories I have read, | 
think your September issue is best. “I Beat the 
Electric Chair” is a wonderful story. 

It is most interesting because it tells so much 
of what his mother and father taught him 
about God. 

I’m very glad that the man was set free and 
I’m also glad that he gave himself up because 
there’s no telling what the police would have 
done with him before putting him in the chair. 

Marie La Chapelle 
New Orleans, La. 


I enjoy reading your TAN CONFESSIONS as do 
my friends. The article I liked best was “I Beat 
the Electric Chair.” I think anyone who com- 
mits a crime may think he or she is free if the 
law doesn’t get them. But God has a way of 
making all things come to light. 

Catherine Jackson 
Painesville, O. 


SOCIAL MEETINGS 


I am one of your no doubt many white read- 
ers who enjoys your magazine very much and 
admires your stand on the various issues as 
expressed through your editorials. Being in fa- 
vor of the equality of the races and against seg- 
regation and discrimination, | have noted with 
great satisfaction the steady progress in this 
direction through the years. 

There is lacking, however, an opportunity for 
the two races to meet socially and get ac- 
quainted. I don’t know of a single organization 


The Editor 


or place in the St. Louis-East St. Louis area 
where mixed social events or dances are given. 
Wouldn't this be a logical step in the march of 


progress ? 
Leo Lefey 
E. Carondelet, Ill. 


TEEN TALK 


! am a high school girl of sixteen and I can 
say that TAN ConFEssIons is a wonderful book 
with good down to life stories. 

I was introduced to Tan by a white girl 
friend and boy friend of mine about a year ago 
and since then I purchase each new monthly 
issue. 

| enjoy “Teen Talk” because the article 
seems to speak to us T.A.’s like most of our 
moms and dads do. I hope you will publish 
facts or stories on the dangers, troubles and 
heartaches we teens are now facing. 

Camellia Martino 
Reno, Nev. 


DANGEROUS MARRIAGE 


1 would like to congratulate you on your 
story “Dangerous Marriage.” I think that was 
one of the best stories your magazine has ever 
published. I hope it gave ideas to some of the 
fellows | know and some I don’t know. 

| am a soldier in Korea and from your mag- 
azine, | have gathered information which | 
never thought I would without self-experience. 
| hope you continue your good stories and I'll 
be looking forward to receiving the next issue. 

Cpl. David Copeland 
Somewhere in Korea 


| especially enjoyed “Dangerous Marriage” 
in your August issue. All of our men should 
read that story. It can teach them a lesson. 
They can find all colors and kinds in their own 
race. 

My husband used to say I wasted too much 
time reading things that are not worth while. 
but he, too, read “Dangerous Marriage” and 
several other stories in your magazine. Was 
really carried away over them. 

[ think Tan Conressions is wonderful. 

Willye Mae Bacon 
Oakland, Calif. 


CLEAN STORIES 


I bought your June Tan ConFressions mainly 
because of the Josephine Baker story. 

Ever since my childhood days I have always 
looked upon this type of magazine as trash. I 
was always disappointed in the stories. 

To my way of thinking, your magazine is 
tops. To you and your staff, my hat goes off for 
publishing such clean and interesting stories of 
our own. 

Edwenia Wilson 
Birmingham, Ala. 


MY NEGRO LOVER 


Upon reading the story, “I Couldn’t Marry 
My Negro Lover,” one could only conclude that 
(1) the girl is deeply—hopelessly—in love: 
and judged by the shadow he casts (2) her 
Prince Charming is a perfect heel. 

Glover W. Barnes 
Massillon, O. 


APPROVED BY MOTHER 


I am a high school girl of sixteen and I think 
your TAN CONFESSIONS is wonderful, no matter 
what others may say. It is very educational for 
us teen-agers. My mother reads the stories and 
approves of my reading them very much. 

Marie Meadors 
Nash, Tex. 





HERE'S WONDERFUL 
DEODORANT 


NEWS FOR YOU! 





NEW FINER 
more effective longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Better, longer protection. Yes, new Mum 
with M-3 safely protects against bacteria 
that cause underarm odor. Doesn't give 
odor a chance to start. 


Softer, creamier new Mum smooths on 
easily, doesn’t cake. Contains no harsh 
ingredients to irritate skin. Will not rot 
or discolor finest fabrics. 


Thriftier new Mum gives you more ap- 
plications, ounce for ounce, than other 
leading deodorants. Contains no water 
to dry out or decrease its efficiency. No 
shrinkage, no waste. Exclusive new fra- 
grance. Get a jar of new Mum today at 
your favorite cosmetic counter! 





New MUM cream deodorant 


A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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AMAZING TISSUE TEST PROVES IT! 


Professional models know the camera’s 
eagle eye sees every make-up flaw. 
That’s why they choose Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as their make-up 
base. It gives complexions that perfect 
Photo Finish Look! This greaseless 
cream actually checks oiliness and 
holds make-up on longer, fresher, makes 
skin look brighter, feel softer! For new, 
thrilling loveliness use Black and White 
Vanishing Cream and have that glam- 
orous Photo Finish Look always! 
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Remove dirt, grime and 
make-up with Black and 
White Cleansing Cream. 35¢ 
Use Black and White Cold 
Cream to soften skin. 35¢. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 


on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
Same price for full length or bust 

rm groupe, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals , or enlargements of any 
part o fe group picture. Original is 
with your enlargement. 
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T. LOUIS woman isn’t the only one 
who hates to see that evening sun go 
down. For most of the 15 million teen- 
agers who inhabit the USA, sundown 
heralds the older children’s hour—that 
nightly tussle with the text books that is 
disparagingly referred to as homework. 
The term is misleading. Homework, 
unlike home cooking or home-grown 
vegetables, has for the victim none of 
the coziness and charm that the word 
implies. Study by any name is a chore 
and often a bore. 

Recently, I’m happy to report, even 
the Old Folks are beginning to wonder 
if it is worth the trouble it takes to en- 
force the after-hours study edict, to say 
nothing of the strain it puts on the fam- 
ily utilities budget. A few fearless cru- 
saders have gone so far as to protest the 
long hours imposed upon you guys and 
gals, contending that more work is re- 
quired of the average high school stu- 
dent than of the paid factory hand. And 
how right they are. 

But don’t get your hopes hoisted too 
high. Change comes slowly, even in 
learned circles. Especially, in learned 
circles, we mean. And although your 
children and your children’s children 
may someday be able to memorize their 
A B C’s without burning the midnight 
oil, with you it is still a must. Tomor- 
row’s lessons are still being prepared the 
night before. 

With the rare exception of the un- 
crowded school where there are both 
space and time for study—and adequate 
staff to supervise it—the preparatory 
period is shifted from the classroom to 
the family fireside. That the family fire- 
side, too, is often crowded, goes without 
saying. That home conditions are not 
conducive to study is more the rule than 
the exception. 

For those lucky lads and lassies who 
have the luxury and privacy of their 
own little room, furnished with study 


By Jane Walters 


lamp and desk, peace and A-grades be 
with you all the days of your academic 
life. For those whose homes are equipped 
with a library which boasts a few well- 
worn and dog-eared reference books and 
a large beat-up dictionary among the 
gold-bound volumes which show up so 
well from the doorway, home study is 
more of an exciting adventure than a 
lonely trek through the wilderness. And 
if you have a PhD. for a father and a 
Phi Beta Kappa for a mother, you prob- 
ably skipped high school altogether and 
passed that college comprehensive before 
you lost your last set of baby teeth. 

But for the most of you, the Jacks and 
Jills who share the family living room 
with the whole darned family, you, who 
must wait until the dinner dishes have 
been cleared from the dining room table 
before you can jockey for the best side 
of the light, homework does not come 
easy. 

Family feuds are poor backdrops for 
conjugating verbs. Championship box- 
ing bout broadcasts and blood-curdling 
television murder mysteries are strong 
competition for square root and those 
long passages from Longfellow. Under 
such conditions, the desire for an educa- 
tion is sometimes thwarted. If so, it is 
up to you to work out your own solution. 

Neither Joe Louis nor Ezzard Charles 
fight every night, and if you don’t be- 
lieve your parents would rather have the 
TV turned off than on, just ask them. 
If you cannot get together with the rest 
of the clan on a minimum amount of in- 
terference, try getting up an extra hour 
earlier. You’d be surprised to find out 
how smoothly the brain functions in the 
cool of the morning, and while the rest 
of the relatives are just beginning to stir, 
race your motor. You will find that you 
can knock out those problems and run 
over those history dates with half of last 
night’s effort. 

If this plan (Continued on Page 78) 
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By Jim Goodrich 


= BASIE, piano-playing mae- 
stro of swing era fame, had tried 
recording his happy rhythms with all 
sorts of small groups before he recently 
decided to return to his old and most 
popular stand: the big band. Now on 
Columbia, the jump king is again turn- 
ing out the kind of hot platters for which 
he was first famed. His initial pressing 
on the red label is a coupling of two 
original sizzlers called Little Pony and 
Beaver Junction. Stylings on both sides 
move with a vigor and earnest spirit re- 
miniscent of the old Basie swing group 
when it was sparked by tenor sax stars 
Herschel Evans and Lester Young. 

The latest Basie waxings on Columbia 
feature a clever mixture of swing with 
bop. Highlighting the sharp exhibitions 
are such able veterans of jazz as altoist 
Marshall Royal, trumpeter Clark Terry, 
tenorist Wardell Gray, bassist Jimmy 
Lewis and drummer Gus Johnson. Count 
is there too with his inimitable one-fin- 
gered, right-hand patterns on the key- 
board to add a nostalgic touch. 

Basie’s ideas in jazz click best with 
fans in a big band setting of blasting 
brass, rolling reeds and heavy rhythm, 
if the sale of recordings is any criteria. 
Biggest sellers of all Basie sides were 


_ waxed in the driving, big band vein, in- 


‘ 





| cluding One O’Clock Jump (the band’s 


theme), Every Tub, Jumping at the 
Woodside, John’s Idea, and Blue and 
Sentimental. 

Basil, however, was far from being a 
total flop with small groups. Fact is, 


some of the (Continued on Page 77) 











CL) A jingle belle 
When the gang gathers ’round the piano— 
put new zing in the sing! Beforehand, write 
jingles to popular tunes: a verse about each 
guest at the party. Practice rhyming (start- 
ing now). A rhyming dictionary helps; or 
get an assist from the class ‘‘Pote.’’ Jingles 


How can you 
“k. o.” Christmas jitters ? 
] Wrap as you shop 
[_] Stock up on cologne (_] Toke a night off 
Want to know how to beat that last-minute 
deadline? (1) Wrap your gifts in advance, 
as you buy them. (2) Take an evening off, 
to address your cards. (3) Prepare for gal 
friends’ unexpected presents —with extra 
bottles of cologne. And lest your calendar 
catch you unprepared —stock up on Kotex, 
in all 3 absorbencies. That special safety 
center gives you extra protection; k. o.’s 
accident worries. 


P.5. if 


Are you in the know ? 


Can you be the hit of a holiday party, if you're — 
(_] A snob sister 


77.6. R66.0.3.PAT.OFF7.— — — — 
Have you tried Delsey*? It’s the new bathroom tissue 
that’s safer because it’s softer. A product as superior 
as Kotex. A tissue as soft and absorbent as Kleenex.* 
( We think that’s the nicest compliment there is.) 








C) Mistletoe mod 


pay off—in fun, popularity; even in loot, 
sometimes. And you'll find it pays, con- 
fidence-wise, to choose the sanitary napkin 
that prevents revealing outlines. Kotex! 
Thanks to those special flat pressed ends, 


you’re free from telltale outline woe! 





if your guy can’t afford 
much gallivanting — 
- [J Slip him the wherewithal 
(] Snare a spender ([_] Try parlor magic 
He’s no miser—just allowance-bound. If 
your steady can’t squire you round town 
every night, how about a few home dates? 
A little parlor magic (disc music and pop- 
corn) can help him save for your really 
plush occasions. On trying days, there’s 
magic too in the way Kotex puts the skids 
on discomfort. Because Kotex is made to 
stay soft while you wear it; gives wonderful 
softness that holds its shape! 


More women choose KOTEX® 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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REAL 


LIFE 
DRAMAS 


HEN American troops stormed 

into France during World War II 
to free that country from German op- 
pression, no one cheered the liberating 
GI’s louder or with more sincerity than 
pretty, blue-eyed Odette Deville. The 
coming of the Yanks meant to Odette, 
whose mother had been killed by the 
Germans, release from a life of bitter- 
ness and hardship, an end to her slaving 
in a shoe shop in her native Nancy where 
she had worked long, unhappy hours, 
making shoes for the clomping Nazis. 
Odette’s heart was bursting with grati- 
tude to the GI’s. 

Gratitude turned out to be a luke- 
warm emotion, however, after Odette 
met and fell in love with tall, tan Richard 
Jesse Jackson. Together, Odette and 
Richard walked the quiet French roads, 
danced in gay cafes and confessed their 
mutual love. The thrilling climax came 
when they were married by the vener- 
able mayor of Nancy. All that was 
needed to complete their dream was per- 
mission to come to America. Before 
that permission was forthcoming, a baby 
boy, John, was born. Arrived in 
America in 1946, Odette, Richard and 
their son were blissfully happy. Richard 
had a job as a trucker, working with his 


dad. They had a pleasant home in Phil- | 


adelphia’s Germantown. Soon after 
they got to America, a second child, 
Veronica, was born. 

With the birth of Veronica, the Jack- 
sons would have been a thriving, joyful 
family unit. But a cloud had settled 
over their home. It might have been the 
result of Rich- (Continued on Page 77) 
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Style +682 — TWILIGHT SHEER 
Sparkle under the stars — in glamourous 
gossamer marquisette overskirt. Luscious 
imported Chantilly lace embellishes excit- 
ing off-shoulder decolletage—drifts in dra- 
matic panels down the seductively sheer 
skirt. Bewitching Bodice caresses the con- 
tour-curves to a tiny cuddlesome waist— 
nipped in with a cluster of gay flowers. 
IN ALL SIZES 

9-11-13-15-17 

10-12-14-16-18-20 


10" 


161%-18%2-20% 
221/9-2412-2642 
38-40-42 44-46-48 


aw 


COLORS: 

e BLACK 

e@ ROSE 

@ PEACOCK 
@ SHRIMP 


sheer Nylon Tulle 


Style +102— 
ACADEMY AWARD 


Reach for the stars in this 
breathtaking gown swirling in 
yards and yards of exquisite 
sheer Nylon Tulle (crease re- 
sistant) and soft shimmering 
satin. The breathless excite- 
ment of thrillingly bare should- 
ers ‘neath a figure-caressing 
sheath bodice covers up with 
a tantilizing bolero. In Black, 
Shrimp, Peacock, Candlelight 
and White. 


“ ee SIZES ] f° 


1642-1842-20% 
2242-2442-2642 


Send 10¢ 
for our 
latest 
catalog! 


Wiss Lee-Fashions Vue., 


275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 
SENT ON APPROVAL—10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 

# MISS LEE-FASHIONS, Inc., Dept. TC-11 

§ 275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 


Please send me the following dresses in styles, sizes and 
Bf colors indicated. if not delighted | may return dress within 


5 10 doys for refund. 
First econ 
Color Choice Color Choice 
ee teal 
aS 


—ae 
— 
0 Send C.O.D. | enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll poy postman 


balance plus postage. 
0 I enclose full amount $ » you pay postage. 


B NAME 
B avpress 
8 city ZONE... STATE 


a APO. and Foreign Orders must be Prepare 
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STARS AND NUMBERS 





“I tried many remedies for my 
skin trouble, without much help. 
The doctor called it Acne Pimples. 
I thought I would never get re- 
lief from the itching and burning 
misery, until I tried Black and 
White Ointment. It is a fine oint- 
ment and I can recommend it to 
anyone who is suffering like I was.” 

Gladys Marquez 

673 Walls Ave., Bronx, N. Y. 


OVER SI MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4%> WHITE 












OINTMENT 


Jeweled 


WRIST WATCH 
GIVEN... 


" AND PAY FOR 
GOLDEN TRIO 
St 








Genuine imported Swiss 
SEWELED Wrist Watch. 
ranteed. Pesce bates. by craftemen. Matching wrist 
band sous FREE extra cost when you order ond ye for 
glorious, gleaming Golden Trie Bridal Set on new BINA. 
TION OFFER! Fiery, . 


)oseat amy tims af pamer com. 
plete only 99. iar deanna nan 





; ! 

] GOLDCRAFT, pept.3511, Birmingham 1, Ala. ! 

— my order ON APPROVAL by Return Mail. I'll pay 1 

tman $4.95 plus postage, tax. 10 DAY MONEY BACK i 

| BUARANTEE if not delighted. I may pay $5.00 balance | 

any time within 1 year. I enclose piece of paper or t 

' for ri size Ep ee A 1 
Jewel Watch — of extra cost for prompt payment 

}| on Combination Offer. u 

a) Se ee ee ee rs : 
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So See ee TATE. .cccccce oe 1 











} henn IS old saying that true love 
never runs smooth. But the facts are 
that harmony and happiness do go to- 
gether in heart and love life of people. 
Certain it is that the star courses can 
chart through the signs of the Zodiac the 
romantic future for lovers. 

There are four planets in our solar 
system which astrologers look to where 
love and romance are concerned. Down 
through the ages students of the stars 
have always identified the planet Venus 
with love. Greek mythology ever brings 
Venus into its most dramatic verses. 
Mars is the planet of desire and passion 
and Uranus is ever the guiding star of 
romance. Neptune follows close by ele- 
vating love upon an idealistic, dreamy or 
platonic plane. 

The love instinct follows more of a 
reserved tendency during the first ten 
days of November when it is well for 
newly-attached lovers to give more parti- 
cular attention to their conduct, with the 
aim of creating a good impression of a 
permanent character. There may be an 
inclination upon the part of some lovers 
to give evidence of being over-particular, 
even to the point of carrying their atti- 
tude of discrimination to an extreme and 
thus defeat their own best interests. 

This is because of a prevailing tend- 
ency to set ideals and patterns of conduct 
for others to follow and be judged as to 
their future worthiness. Or it may occur 
that some friend or relative projects 
their opinion into the situation when it 
would often be better if they did not do 
so. 

The last three weeks of November 
bring heart interests, marriage and so- 
cial life into one of the high spot periods 
of the year. This is the time for social 
gatherings and parties while Venus and 
Mars are joined up with Neptune in the 
social and marital sign Libra. New at- 
tachments can be formed that lead into 
marriage. Social prestige helpful to 
family and community standing is in the 
making for the married. 


The love and romance trend is more 
favorable to those born under the signs 
of Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio, Cap- 
ricorn and Pisces during the first ten 
days of November, when the helpful in- 
fluence of Venus shines brightest. Dur- 
ing the first three weeks of November, 
the Venus love ray is directed in the path 
of birthdays under Aries, Gemini, Leo, 
Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius. 

The 4th, 9th, 15th, 18th, 23rd and 29th 
show favorable planetary positions for 
forming of new attachments or engage- 
ments. The choice of marriage dates is 
the 4th, 15th, 18th and 29th. Parties 
and entertainments are likely to fare 
better on the 4th, 9th, 15th, 18th, 23rd 
and 29th. Particular hostesses will se- 
lect these dates. The 13th and 14th 
when the moon is full indicates the hight 
tide for romance this month. The fol- 
lowing number combinations for all 
birthdays are linked to good ‘luck’ in 
November: 5, 6, and 9. 3,6,and 9. 4, 
6, and 8. 5, 7, and 9. 

My November offering of selected 
days favoring the conduct of matters that 
are considered as being of more import 
for those born under the 12 signs of the 
Zodiac are as follows: 

Aries: 1, 2, 5, 8, 9, 13, 18, 19, 21, 28. 

Taurus: 3, 4, 5, 9, 11, 14, 18, 24, 25. 

Gemini: 1, 5, 9, 11, 14, 19, 24, 28. 

Cancer: 1, 3, 5,-8, 12, 16, 17, 20, 26. 

Leo: 1, 3, 6, 8, 9, 14, 19, 20, 24, 28. 

Virgo: 3, 5, 9, 11, 12, 16, 20, 21, 30. 

Libra: 1, 5, 10, 14, 18, 19, 24, 28. 

Scorpio: 2, 3, 7, 9, 14, 16, 26, 30. 
Sagittarius: 1, 2, 5, 9, 14, 19, 24, 28. 

Capricorn: 1, 3, 5, 7, 12, 15, 23, 30. 

Aquarius: 1, 5, 8, 11, 14, 22, 24, 27. 

Pisces: 2, 3, 7, 12, 15, 19, 26, 30. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, this in- 
formation will be supplied you by send- 
ing a self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 1820 S. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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how he 
proposed 


BY MRS. BUDDY YOUNG 


M* CLAUDE was always such a roly- 

poly, lovable little guy that a girl 
couldn’t help going for him—all the way. 
You see, our courtship dates back to the 
days in Chicago when we were just kids. 
Ever since I can remember, Claude has 
been “Buddy” to me and to all who knew 
him. We were raised in the same neigh- 
borhood in the Englewood section of Chi- 
cago, Buddy going to the MéCosh gram- 
mar school, and I to Betsy Ross. It 
seemed only natural that we two should 
go around together and we necked in 
the moving picture theatres like other 
normal youngsters our age. 

I was introduced to Claude whom you 
know as Buddy by his cousin, Adlert 
Cartman, Jr., but I found it hard to keep 
By that I 
mean he was always running. Buddy, 
you see, was an athlete from the time he 
was big enough to toddle around the 
house trying to keep up with his mother, 


up with him, he was so fast. 


Lillian, who used to win a lot of picnic 
races, and with his sister, Claudine, who 
turned out to be a star woman athlete. 
Buddy was always in training for 
something and his sponsors, Bobby An- 
derson, then head of the once famous 
Olde Tymers Athletic Club in Chicago, 
and Maxie Barbour, Anderson’s bosom 
pal, took fatherly interest in both Buddy 
and me. Their interest in Buddy was 
purely athletic, so they had to include 
me, too, because I was Buddy’s girl. 
After Buddy graduated from McCosh 
and after I had finished at Betsy Ross, 
we both went to Englewood High School 
where Buddy ran on the track team and 
played on the lightweight football team 
after the coach had turned him down as 
too small and too light in weight to go 
out for the regular football squad. 
Buddy’s mother was interested in his 
having an athletic career, so she took 
the advice of (Continued on Page 76) 
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“DREAM GIRL” She’ll look alluring, breath- 
taking, enticing, exotic. . . . Just picture her 
in it ... beautiful, fascinating SEE-THRU 
sheer. Naughty but nice... . It’s French 
Fashion finery ... with peek-a-boo magic 
lace. . . . Gorgeously transparent yet com- 
pletely practical (washes like a dream .. . 
will not shrink). Has lacy waistline, lacy 
shoulder straps and everything to make her 
love you for it. A charm revealing Dream 
Girl Fashion. . . . In gorgeous Black. 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED er your money back 


tT DREAM GIRL FASHION DEPT. 51 | 
318 omar sT., —yo ow JERSEY 


Please send DREAM GIRL gown at $9.95, if not | 
i= entirely satishieg, wa ieee << 10 days for full 


( ' poe F% 95 cash, check or money order, semi 
pos’ id (ft save up to 90c postage). (You may 
get it at OUR ‘store too!) 

( ).0 will pay postman $9.95 pius postage. Check size | 
wan' 


I o's 0 30.0 38 0 30 0 40 Ww etacn omy, | 
(tf you don’t know the size send approximate height’ 
| and weight.) 


| ie widen vet's deeee sl dudeed Hobedshnsbieed | 
| NG Sciedcy.t sie ae RA wu ae dee eae are aes ] 
NE 8S it git EEE EE ] 

ee ee oe ee ee — 











Make him say youre lovelier than ever! 


start now with NEW 
NADINOLA DE LUXE 


Greaseless bleaching cream 








LIGHTENS SKIN FAST « LESSENS SHINE + RESULTS GUARANTEED FROM ONE JAR! 


Don’t deprive your skin of this won- 
derful new aid to beauty for another 
day! Give it the help of Nadinola’s 
swift bleaching and clearing action 
now! This new Nadinola De Luxe 
cream is non-oily —there’s no messy 
rubbing off on clothing or pillow! 
Use Nadinola De Luxe at night with 
delight—and in daytime as a per- 
fect foundation cream. 


See day-by-day progress! 
Let your mirror show you how fast 
Nadinola De Luxe lightens and 
brightens your skin—counteracts 
oily shine—helps loosen and remove 


blackheads and clear up externally- 
caused pimples. See how soon your 
complexion looks lighter, smoother, 
younger! 
Money-Back Guarantee! 

Get Nadinola De Luxe Greaseless 
Bleach Cream now —special 69¢, at 
your drug store or toilet counter, on 
money back guarantee. Nadinola, 
Paris, Tennessee. 


The original, genuine, ever 
famous Nadinola Bleaching 
Cream for those who prefer 
the extra richness of fine oils 
in their skin cream—special 
57¢ and 89¢ sizes. 















©) Demonstration Kit 






with ACTUAL SAMPLE 


3 Pairs GUARANTEED 3 Months 
Against ree RUNS, HOLES 

You'll be see how easy it is to make 
a lot of money in ran time introducing a new 
i of heslery—""Theee pairs guaranteed 3months 






again struns, snags, tears,and FREE!" We'll 
>u this elaborate ieanastation Kitwiths actual sample stocking 
Abe utely Free / Guaranteed as advertised in Good Housekeeping. 


Show Semple—Take Orders — Make Money 
couples or ote A 





3 d no for 
ast po your name, addres id hose size for Demonst 
t with stocking, sent you ‘ABSOLUTELY F PREE. Write i 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept.-1t2, Indianapolis 7, 








GUARANTEED STOCKING | 


WOMEN WANTED 


TO TRAIN AT HOME 


FOR PRACTICAL NURSING 


Women who want to help relieve the shortage of 
Practical Nurses can now train for this well-paid 
A fascinating Home 


career in spare time at home. 
| Study program, offered to women between 18 and 
55, prepares you for opportunities in your own 
community or traveling. This plan is welcome 1 by 
doctors and is easy to follow. High school diploma 


is not needed. Full information including sample 
lesson pages can be obtained without obligation by 
writing. to Desk EX-7, Wayne School of Practical 
Nursing, Inc., 2525 Sheffield Avenue, Chicago 14, 
Ilineis. Just uve a penny postcard. 








By Helen Sides 


gc UPSETS can definitely 
affect the normal balance of the 
compositions of our bodies, thus causing 
the body to be susceptible to disease. 
Since our minds contribute to our bodily 
health and well-being, it is important to 
correct whatever defects that exist by 
changing your mental attitude to life. 

On the faces of those I meet the signs 
of stress and strain are not at all puz- 
zling, considering the tempo of modern 
conditions, the uncertainty of world con- 
ditions and the competition in every ef- 
fort of human endeavor. But the more 
we get “upset,” the less capable we are 
of handling the situation. 

All processes that interfere with the 
balance and normal functioning of the 
body interfere with the nervous system, 
and these deficiencies can be detected in 
handwriting by a trained analyst. Your 
writing is a mental picture of you. Every 
nervous and muscular movement origi- 
nates in the brain, which directs the 
movement of your hand. 

Handwriting analysis can be used as a 
diagnostic tool to reveal our mental 


states. This knowledge can serve us well 


by letting us know how our thoughts 
affect our health. 

When your writing is deeply shaded, 
“i” dots look like commas or dashes: 
basi loop letters are large and entan- 





ieee 
CAN mae 


Fig 2 

gled with the next line of writing you 
are highly emotional and impulsive. 

Look at the specimen in Fig. I. The 
writer is a person of action; he reacts 
very quickly to emotion. His mind 
lacks of definite fixed goal. He is ir- 
ritable, restless, very impatient and tires 
His inner conflicts cause him to 
(Continued on Page 65) 


easily. 
feel insecure. 














Look lO Years Younger 
in 1O Minutes 


with HOWARD 








225: FAN CURLS > 
2 lovely ear puffs of 
tiny curls. Can be 
worn in back or in up- 


to ‘pin into 395 






751: FEATHER HALO CURLS 572. FEATHER CURL te 


Lustrous double- rt look in ft 
thick feather war 99 + hey curl. Lif i long ag) iy) 















that completely en- mrras 1S 12” B ., ‘Comb 


the hair. 2 
circle the head. 


The pair 


















q (9125: FASCINATION 


Glamorously 
styled wig to flat- 
ter your face. Fit- 
Rite foundation, 
Perma-Cool net. 


Hewes : 27% 
c phe A. =s b, 









550: HOWARD BOB (eran) 750: HALO 400: PAGE BOY- 


A shoulder-length hair- Extra thick glossy roll 78 Thick regular length, 12 250 


piece of glamorous ges of our finest human inches wide, invisible 24-K GOLD PLATE COSTUME 


JEWELRY IN LATEST 
3.75 PARIS DESIGNS! 


wavy curls securely hair. Simple to attach, weave. Always fash- 
held. 3 rows of invisible clean and comb. ionable. 
weave. 700: Single thickness...... 4.95 401: Extra heavy.......... 











360: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS 
‘acne lustrous curls, extra 425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE BOY 


heavy human hair: Nylon net. Two rows of thick curls. 
— — size in ers #5 B95 Can make into one thick " 










765: CURL GLAMOUR BOB 


Versatile style covers 
the whole head. Only 95 
Y% lined. Comb and 
redress. 


766: Extra long and 
extra heavy ......... 17.98 
a) 


= or feather curls. 
$30: F Regular size single Extra heavy; life- 
NUE 660050000 6s:90 _ WD ssscsdscee ss 
























411: PAGE BOY WITH CURLS 
EXTRA HEAVY, luxuri- 15 
ously thick, a extra 
cluster of cu 

= REGULAR PAGE 


Y (also with curls) 





‘A: Center stone necklace of simulated pear] 
CE i nccccneabusuvepannee $1 
AJ-3: Antique earrings—simulated pearls and 
ES EEE IE LL AOS 1.29° 
AJ-6: Stunning drop earrings with a 
I Si oxcnwatesteumdsetecn tamed $1.29 
*PRICE INCLUDES FED. TAX. 


j = * wh SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK 
GR-12: Exotic feminine 985 | HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. 1C-1! 








715: HOWARD CHIGNON 
Fine lustrous hair cov- 25 
ers a plump wool roll. 
Can be worn on top, 


side or back. 
72S: Thicker and larger... 








es. Cicer tone ts | 317 West 125th Street, New York 27, N. Y. 


blue, pink or black 
frames. I Please send me the following items as indicated, if noi 
| *atisfied I may return for cash refund. 


Style Quan. Description Price 















































' C) Send C.O.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. I'll pay postman 
postage 











GR-S: Ideal for day or 98 GR-8: Wrought goid- 95 GR-14: Multi-colored 95 i plus f 
evening. Black, brown, trimmed top. Clear or lace. Can't peel. Clear C0 I enclose full amount 6......................... , You pay postage. 
green and red pearl. tinted lens in black, or tinted lens. Pink or ‘ 
Clear lens. brown or pink pearl. clear crystal. i NAME....... 
DRESS 








GIVEN: A HANDSOME CASE WITH EACH PAIR OF | 


h we GLASSES —FREE REPLACEMENT OF BROKEN LENSES. 5 “"* 
OWa lress€$ « NEW YORK 27,N. Y. © Depr...1¢-11 | 
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A ROS Ce ot 





romance came into my life, Aunt Rae 
had tried to get under my skin by ob- 
serving acidly that she knew | was pining 
my heart out for a man. 

You would have thought my aunt 
would have been cured or at least quiet 
when I met and fell in love with Carle- 
ton. I got a great deal of pleasure out 
of describing our whirlwind romance to 
her. I told her how I had been on duty 
one afternoon at the nursery school when 
he came in. Carleton was an investigator 
for the Department of Welfare which 
contributed a portion of the support to 
the nursery. We got into a spirited 
argument the first day he visited the 
nursery because I was in an irritable 
mood and resented any interference with 
my work. Carleton is a very mischie- 
vous person, in spite of his dignified ap- 
pearance. He decided to needle me a bit 
and sent back as smart replies as I had 


to offer. But the next day he sent me a 


dozen American Beauty roses and a de- 
lightful little apology on a white card— 
plus an invitation to dinner. We saw 
each other constantly after that and, 
within three months, were engaged. 

Do you think for one minute that Aunt 
Rae would be human and tell me how 
happy she was that, past the age of forty, 
I had attracted the love and devotion of 
a respectable, attractive man? Not Aunt 
Rae. Here was her comment: 





“You're a bigger fool than I thought | 


you were, Connie. You're just making 
a sap out of yourself because you're get- 
ting old and desperate. What kind of a 
marriage will that be anyway? You 
think it’s going to be like those sweet 
young romances, full of moonlight and 
roses and gaiety. 
horribly wrong. Carleton is too old to 
be a Don Juan and, if he weren’t, you’d 
be acting the sap to expect him to be. 
But, I suppose, there’s no fool like an old 
fool and it wouldn’t do any good for me 
to tell you that all your friends are whis- 
pering behind your back saying you’d 
be much better off if you contented your- 
self with what you’ve got—a good job 
and respect in the community.” 


But you’re wrong, | 


Usually, when Aunt Rae made such | 
remarks, I had been able to pass them | 


off with calmly sarcastic retorts. But, 
frankly, her biting comments this time, 
had touched a (Continued on Page 93) 



























SMART! con Teaveums, 
SLEEPING, LOUNGING ... FOR YOURSELF. 
FOR EVERYONE ON YOUR XMAS List! 


LOOK TWICE! (Everyone does!) 
This glamorous S-piece set looks 
easily twice its price. 


LOOK AGAIN! (Everyone will) No, 
it isn’t cotton, but all pure LUXURI- 
OUS RAYON CREPE! Matched and 
mated with coin-dots everywhere. 
Color-fast, washable, wonderfull 


LOOK, SEE! Entire ensemble packs 
away in the quilted, plastic-lined 
4-compartment cearryall case. 
Terrific for traveling. Handy os a 
lingerie case. Matching plastic- 
6 lined quilted scuffs complete the 
TAILORED OF jam head-to-toe flattery! 
LuxuRious §£D 
RAYON CREPE * 


Colers: Red or Navy 
with white dets. 


Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 
$9.98 


Sizes 42, 44, 46 $11.98 ERYA 
















A GIFT IN ITSELF 
TUR 4 PARTE N 


y 


SPEED DELIVERY! sewo 
YOUR ORDER AIR MAIL 


ORDER ON 10-DAY APPROVAL 
YOUR ORDER SHIPPED 


FENWAY FASHIONS, INC. Sept. 27P 
ay RECEIVES! 


10 W. 18 St., New York, W.Y. 
Please send me S-PIECE GLAMOUR SET of 99.98. (Sizes 32 to 40) o 











$11.96 (Sizes 42 te 46). Your Size Coler Cheice 
Minti 

Address. 

City. Stete. 





C1] Ship €.0.0. 1 will pey pestege (7) | enctose $______ Yeu pay postage. 


IF WOT DELIGHTED, 1 MAY RETURN IN 10 BAYS FOR FULL PURCHASE PRICE REFUND MONEY! 











Now / tasier, surer protection 


‘or your marriage hygiene problem 


iy 
per yes 


DEARLY 
{ uuLOvtD 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Wrestep by Doctors 


Wo rusted by Women 


NEW IMPROVED 


NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 
FOR MARRIAGE HYGIENE 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 


Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 


measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


cecereevereeeeeeveeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
ust mail this coupon to: Dept. TC-9 
lorwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
envelope. 


Name. 





Add: 
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Zone. State. 


City 
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| By Frances Jackson 


| P)\EAR READERS: You have flooded 


me with letters for the past year 

and | want to take this occasion to thank 
you for the wonderful trust you have put 
in my advice. I have not been able to 
get around to answering all the letters 
which I have received but I have tried 
to make a judicious selection so that 
many of you who did not have your own 
letters appear in print possibly could find 
some help in the advice given to others. 
And now a request to those who will 
be writing to me during the second year 





of the publication of Tan ConrFeEssions. 


| It will help us greatly and make it possi- 
| ble for me to answer many more letters 
| in these columns if you will all try to 


keep your letters as short as possible. A 
one-page letter which quickly sums up 
your problem will have a much better 
chance of being printed in Dearly Be- 
loved than one which rambles over two 
or three pages. Please try to cooperate 
on this and I'll be looking for another 


| interesting year of endeavoring to help 


those who are in trouble. 
* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a girl of 17 
and I live with my sister and her family. 
All she wants me to do is to stay at home 
and do the housework and keep her kids. 


| I am still in school and will finish next 


year but there are three boys in my life. 


| Two of them are in the army and the 


other one has to go. I know that one of 
the boys in the army loves me and I 
know that the one who has to go loves 
me more but he. drinks a lot and is al- 
ways kidding and bothering with other 
women. | think (Continued on Page 96) 
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Cadillac.” my husband, for good and try to start 





e held me close as we danced and hungry 
I was for affection, I never once discour- 
aged him. 








It was no use now trying to confront 
what few friends I had left; to them my 
husband was a jailbird, a police charac- 
ter, and I couldn’t bear to face their 
knowing glances, their guarded whis- 
pering behind my back. 

A tear slid down my cheek and fell in 
a dark, damp spot on the column of 
words that seemed to crush my life as 
finally and as surely as if I’d planned it 


myself. Why couldn’t he have under-- 


stood what his lust for money was doing 
to our marriage? Why couldn’t he have 
listened when I tried to tell him that I 
couldn’t go on sharing his kind of life, 
that I couldn’t go on being pointed out 
and whispered about in public because 
of him? If he’d only listened when I 
tried to tell him! But it was too late 
now—too late for anything except to try 
to forget and bury that part of my life in 
the past. 

With an aching, heavy heart, | lifted 
my bags from the floor where I had put 
them, then turned and looked for the last 
time around the expensively-decorated 
living room that somehow had never 
quite seemed warm and homey, and now, 
in its silence, seemed even more cold 
and forbidding. I shuddered as I 
snapped off the light, and stepping at 
last out into the early morning darkness, 
hoped that seeing Nanine and saying 
goodbye to her might help soothe my 
wounded pride. It would be wrong to 
barge in on her at five o’clock in the 
morning like this, but I had no other 
choice. She was the closest and truest 
friend I’d ever had, and I knew that she 
would understand more than anyone 
else. 

Like someone possessed I droye my 
little coupe over the familiar highway 
from Baltimore to Washington, then 
braking it at last in front of Nanine’s 
apartment, unloaded my bags and strug- 
gled with them up the two flights of 
stairs. My fingers trembled nervously 
as I slipped her duplicate key into the 
apartment door and I desperately hoped 
the noises of unlocking it wouldn’t 
awaken her too suddenly. Then easing 
the door open cautiously and dropping 
my bags into a chair just inside, I lis- 
tened for a moment, then tiptoed over to 
her bedroom door and called softly: 
“Nanine? Nanine, it’s me—Bonnie.” 
Instantly beyond the door there was a 
sudden stir. I hesitated a moment then 
walked in. 

“Nanine, I—I’m sorry to bother you,” 
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I began apologizing and walking toward 
her, but a tightness in my throat choked 
back the rest of the words and I could 
only stand there trembling, my lips 
quivering and tears filling my eyes. 
Nanine looked up sleepily, then quick- 


ly sprang to my side. “Bonnie! Oh, 
how glad I am you came! I started to 
call . . . But I didn’t know. ” Her 
words trailed off as though she was wait- 
ing for me to mention first what she 
wanted to say. I tried to begin telling 
her why I had come, but I couldn’t seem 
to put the words together. Convulsions 
of sobs shook my body and I suddenly 
felt terribly alone and tired. Finally 
Nanine guided me over to the edge of the 
bed and tried to comfort me. 

“You poor, poor kid,” she kept saying 
over and over again. “They at least 
could have kept your name out of the 
papers. You didn’t have anything to do 
with what Jim was or what he does. It’s 
just not right at all.” 

I looked up and regarded her through 
a watery haze. It was good to have 
someone like Nanine who understood. | 
didn’t have to tell her in words how I 
felt. She knew better than anyone else 
what a twisted, unhappy life I had been 
living as Jim’s wife and she must have 
guessed that this moment was bound to 
come sooner or later. I had flirted with 
fire right from the beginning, gambling 
on what I would be letting myself in for 
by marrying Jim “Cadillac” Malone, but 
I was so sure that I could make him over, 
bend him into the kind of husband I 
wanted, that I never dreamed I’d be the 
one to get hurt in the end. Nanine had 
tried to warn me. Everybody had. But 
I wouldn’t listen then; I was too fascinat- 
ed by Jim’s money, his Cadillacs, and the 
free and easy life I thought he could 
offer me. 

But that was just it. I had been selfish 
enough to think only of what / wanted. 
It was Jim’s money that had attracted 
me. It was his money that made me 
think I could buy my way to happiness, 
no matter who or what got in the way. 
It had never really been him that I was 
thinking of; it was what he had and 
what he could do for me. 

“He’s ruined everything for me, 
Nanine!” I cried out impulsively. 
“Don’t you see? He’s twisted what’s 
left of my life and left me nothing but 
humiliation and disgrace!” 

“It’s all right, Bonnie,” Nanine com- 


forted. “Everything’s going to be all 


right now. Go on—have a good cry. 
Get it out of your system. It'll do you 
good.” She drew herself up from the 
side of the bed and started out of the 
room. “I'll fix some coffee and start 
your bath water,” she called back. “May- 
be then you'll feel more like resting.” 

I followed her with my eyes as she 
disappeared out into the hall and thought 
to myself how much I wished my life had 
turned out like hers. She had come a 
long way since those days when we were 
roommates at Fisk. Now she had her 
own apartment in one of the better class 
Washington neighborhoods, had an im- 
portant. job in the government, and 
though she could hardly be called 
glamorous, had nearly all of Washing- 
ton’s Negro upper crust flocking to her 
place whenever she tossed a party. 

I admired her and loved her as a true 
friend, but inwardly I knew that I envied 
her because she had all the things I 
didn’t have. She had made her life into 
the kind of life I really wanted, but I had 
been foolish enough to think I could get 
by taking a short cut. None of that 
career girl stuff for me, I'd always boast- 
ed back in college. Little Bonnie’s going 
to snag herself a rich husband and get 
some fun out of life. No money, no love. 
See? It’s as simple as that. | don’t care 
who he is or how he makes his money. 
He can own a chitterling factory for all I 
care—as long as he’s got money, that’s 
all that matters. 

That’s the way it had been with me 
ever since I was old enough to know that 
I had the kind of looks that men go for. 
Then when I met Jim Malone at that 
homecoming game in my last year at 
college, I figured he was my big chance. 
He wore expensively-tailored clothes, 
had diamonds on his fingers, and in spite 
of what everybody said about him mak- 
ing his money out of numbers, he ap- 
peared to me to be as intelligent and as 
charming as any other successful busi- 
nessman. He was the kind of man who 
would stand out in any crowd—tall, 
athletic, commanding in stature. He 
had a warm, intelligent face with fea- 
tures that seemed to have been moulded. 
His black, wavy hair was the kind that 
women often want to run their fingers 
through, and his deep brown eyes 
seemed always to be laughing. 

It was easy to fall in love with Jim 
from the very first moment when he 
squeezed my hand gently and told me 


that he thought I was the most beautiful 
woman he’d ever seen. But the fact that 
he had money made it even easier. In 
the first flush of excitement I preferred 
to forget how he made his money and 
only thought of it in terms of my lifelong 
ambition—to attain high social status. I 
wanted to belong to the high society 
crowd and I figured that with Jim’s 
money no one could keep me out. 

In my wild eagerness it never occurred 
to me that society also had other stand- 
ards besides money, and that Jim and I 
were really worlds apart socially speak- 
ing. But when my pulse quickened and 
my cheeks flushed with excitement at his 
touch, all that was forgotten for the 
moment. I wanted to belong to him and 
experience the love that was behind his 
gentle touch. 


WE PROVED to be perfect partners 

in love but I was soon to learn that 
my desire to be a social somebody did 
not jibe with Jim’s role as a numbers 
man. I soon realized that being the wife 
of Jim “Cadillac” Malone was more than 
I had bargained for. I had been brought 
up in a good family in Nashville, the 
kind people called “respectable.” I had 
never known anything about the under- 
world or known what it was to have 
strange and unfamiliar police characters 
always coming to the house. I tried to 
make Jim understand the kind of life I 
wanted for us together, the kind I had 
been used to. I wanted him to quit the 
numbers racket before it was too late, go 
into some kind of business and live clean 
and decent and respectable. But my 
pleading with him only led to quarrels 
and finally, bitterness and jealousy. 

“I guess you think I’m not good 
enough for your high-brow friends!” he 
exploded one night in a rage of anger. 
“Well, let me set you straight on a couple 
of things. It’s my money that’s giving 
you just as much as they’ve got, no mat- 
ter how I get it. Nobody sent me to 
college to get what I got; I came up the 
hard way—from the other side of the 
tracks—and I don’t need you, they, or 
anybody else to tell me how to get money 
or what to do with it after I’ve got it! 
Maybe what I’m doing doesn’t rate in 
their books, but they’re not all that re- 
spectable and decent! I know some of 
*em—doctors and lawyers both—doing 
a lot worse (Continued on Page 62) 
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plenty of alimony. 


TS DAY they put Timmy in jail 
I went out and celebrated. He was 
no longer my husband, but I held him 
in my power more firmly than when we 
were married; when I pulled the strings 
now, he danced. My victory was com- 
plete now. I gloated as I went into a bar 
and ordered a drink. The long, bitter 
court fight was over and Timmy would 
begin to pay with his freedom for some 
of the anguish and heartache he had 
caused me. I raised my glass in a silent 
toast: to Timmy Durham; address— 
Alimony Row, county jail! 

I know it sounds vindictive when | 
say I was glad when Timmy chose to 
stay behind bars rather than pay the 
$25-a-week alimony granted me when 
we ended our marriage. And it sounds 
even worse when I confess that I had a 
good job and was making almost as 
much as he was. But after three long, 
hard years as Timmy’s wife I was in no 
mood to be charitable. I wanted him to 
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Marriage at an early age was a bad mistake, Candy found, but she was 
determined to make Timmy pay for her lost years of youth with 





When her bitterness got the best of her, she 
put him in jail because he wouldn’t pay, and then found that she was 
paying an even higher price in lost love 


suffer as I had suffered. I had him 
where I wanted him at last and nothing 
in heaven or hell could move me. 

Timmy and I had married young. 
made every mistake in the book and 
parted bitter enemies. Our stormy mar- 
riage had soared to the very heights of 
ecstasy and then plunged just as far 
into the depths of despair and degrada- 
tion. I guess the harder you love, the 
harder you hate. At least that’s the way 
it was with us. Timmy had hurt my 
pride and for that I could never forgive 
him. 

Funny, but it had all seemed so perfect 
at first. It was my 18th birthday and 
in celebration, four of my girl friends 
were treating me to a night at Chicago’s 
famous Riverview amusement park. We 
were having a hilarious time parading 
our maturing curves along the midway. 
turning up our noses at whistles and 
catcalls from the boys who tagged along 
behind us, and spending our money at 


the concessions as if we were rich debu- 
tantes on a spree. We even crashed the 
beer garden by indignantly denying that 
we were minors. I managed to down 
half a bottle of the bitter-tasting brew. 
Beth and Patsy did almost as well, and 
while Anne mustered up enough cour- 
age to take a few sips, Alfreda refused 
to touch hers. 

“Come on, don’t be a sissy!” I urged, 
taking out a cigarette and enjoying the 
shocked expression on all of their faces. 

“Why, Candace, you’re smoking!” 
Alfreda gasped. “And drinking beer: 
too! Just wait till I tell your mother!” 

I shrugged indifferently. “I’m 18 
years old now. I can do as I please,” I 
announced grandly. 

“T’ll bet there’s one thing you won’t 
do.” grinned Patsy impishly. “I dare 
you to ride “The Bobs’!” 

“ll tell anybody that I’m scared of 
all those high rides,” Beth admitted. 

I sniffed in a (Continued on Page 66) 


21 


Set 


| a s — CW cm et me OC ee CO Ee tw 





DD OE A 








Famed jazz bandleader skyrocketed to success by selling 
advice to the lovelorn in songs, but after three marriages 





during rags to riches career finds women treacherous, con- 
niving, jealous and selfish, and lusting after a man’s money. 


OMEN—God bless ’em—they’re wonderful! And | 

just couldn’t bear to live in a world without them. I 
think they’re the most wonderful creation in all the world, 
and I love every one of them. They’re so lovable and so 
deceitful, so kind and so vicious, so beautiful and so evil, you 
just never know what to expect. You meet one and start 
taking her out and pretty soon she’s talking about the cozy 
little home she’d like to have and all the happiness that she 
can bring you. Then you get married and before you know 
it she’s complaining about the drudgery of her housework, 
or all the expensive things she thinks she needs. For some 
peculiar reason they’re just strange that way. A fellow never 
really knows what to expect. 

What’s really wrong with them—especially our women— 
is just that too, too few of them today actually know how to 
treat a man once they get him for a husband. There was a 
time when they would go along with him while he struggled 
along on $10 a week and they wouldn’t complain about eat- 
ing beans and cornbread. They used to be just as sweet and 
as lovable as they could be and would try to do everything 
to make a man happy. 





But today they’re altogether different. They'll eat beans 
and cornbread for a while, but just as soon as their husbands 
start making money they start suffering from all kinds of 
afflictions. They begin to get a different outlook on life. 
They start going downtown to those exclusive dress shops— 
the kind where the clothes cost so much they can only bring 
them out to show you. They start looking around for a 
“new” circle of friends—“phony” friends, I call them—and 
before long they’ve forgotten all about their man, that hus- 
band who has worked to make it all possible. 

For some strange reason, they get an idea that this new 
life is what they were cut out for in the first place. They 
start to figuring: “This is the kind of life that was meant for 
me; not those beans and cornbread and that one room where 
we were happy even though we had to struggle. He’s mak- 
ing money now, and I’m not supposed to do anything but 
have my ‘minks’ and entertain my friends.” 

So what happens? They forget about their husbands. 
He’s no longer important to them once he becomes successful 
and starts making money. They forget that he’s the same 
guy who hustled and scuffled to finally be a success so he 














could make her happy. They forget that 
he wants to be happy, too. They forget 
that he wants to feel that same love they 
had when he was making only $10 a 
week. They forget that he wants a little 
attention and affection, somebody to kiss 
him when he comes home tired from 
work, somebody to have his slippers 
ready, or his favorite meal fixed. That’s 
why he comes home—because he wants 
to feel that his woman is there waiting 
for him, eager to make him happy. And 
when he doesn’t find that—brother, be- 
ware! 

In my life I’ve met a lot of women. 
I’ve been married three times and I know 
what it is to be poor as well as rich. A 
lot of people always figure that a musi- 
cian’s life is so glamorous, and so happy 
that he doesn’t have time to think about 
little things like going home and enjoy- 
ing his favorite drink or being with his 
wife and appreciate her being there. But 


known over the years. I’ve seen a lot of 
women help their husbands become a 
success and never once lose that feeling 
for him—that love and consideration 
they had for him when they first married. 
And I’ve seen some others—many, many 
of them—who treat their husbands just 
like a workhorse, keeping his nose to the 
grindstone so he can pay all those ex- 
travagant bills after he starts making 
money. 

I remember once | was eating dinner 
in an eastern cafe and I happened to 
overhear a conversation between two 
women sitting in the booth next to me 
that made me stop dead and just listen. 
They were talking about their husbands 
and the dead ones they had killed. 

One woman said to the other one, 
“How you doing with your new hus- 
band?” 

The other one answered, “Girl, I don’t 
think he’ll last the summer!” 


Men are just like little boys, says Jordan. They want to be 
petted, cared for and fussed over, but women today are inter- 
ested only in mink coats and alimony 


in my case I’m sometimes away from 
home for months, on the road traveling 
three and four hundred miles a day from 
one place to the next, playing strenuous 
one-nighters. And the one thing that 
stays on my mind most is going home 
and relaxing in the one place | can call 
my own. I want to be welcomed by my 
sweet, little wife and I want to be made 
to feel that I’m the king in my castle. 

But ever since I started making money 
[ haven’t always found that perfect 
happiness I expected to find at home 
when I came off the road. There were a 
lot of times when I’d come home to find 
dinner parties, cocktail parties, luncheon 
parties, breakfast parties—all kinds of 
parties and people that never gave me 
any time to be with my wife and enjoy 
our home. I came home because I loved 
her and wanted to be with her, but 
somehow she could never seem to under- 
stand it that way. And in the end I did 
what a lot of men do: I found me some- 
body else who made me feel happy when 
| got home, somebody who was content 
just to be alone with me, somebody who 
made me feel like I was a king and got 
pleasure out of doing the little things 
that a man appreciates. 

In my travels over the country I’ve 
stayed in a lot of homes with people I’ve 


They laughed, then the second one 
went on to say that she’d been carrying 
him a “merry gait.” She said he was 
doing twice as much business, but that 
she never gave him any time to rest and 
that when he came home she always had 
some place figured out for them to go. 

I thought to myself that surely she 
must be joking. But when I listened a 
little longer I realized how vicious she 
really was and that she deliberately was 
trying to kill the man who was working 
to make her happy. She started talking 
about the husband she had before she 
had this one—and that did it! 

“Child,” she said, “he didn’t last but 
two years. I really kept him going. On 
vacation we went to Florida, South 
America, Mexico, and Jamaica, and he 
never could get any sleep! I'd sleep 
while he was working, and when he’d 
come home I really kept him up!” 

I thought a lot about what she said 
afterwards and I saw then how scheming 
and conniving some women really can 
be. That poor fellow who was working 
so hard trying to make her happy was 
dying a slow death and didn’t know it. 
What happened finally was that after 
two years of trying to keep up with her, 
he had a stroke one day and died. Nat- 
urally, she got all his money and was 


able to buy a new car, another fur coat, 
and spend her summers and winters 
around the resorts with the “smart” set. 

Her friend, however, hadn’t been so 
successful. From the way she talked 
she had a husband that was kind of hard 
to kill, because he seemed to be one of 
those fellows who, every now and then 
when he felt the strain was too heavy, 
would leave his office and catch a plane 
and go fishing. So she was having a 
hard time killing him and she wasn’t too 
happy about it. 


* PECULIAR what money can do to 

a woman. It just seems to change 
them altogether. They lose all their 
sweetness, their affection, their consider- 
ation for their husbands. And instead 
of trying to please him and make him 
happy, they get lazy and indifferent and 
too wrapped up with their new circle of 
friends to see that they’re ruining their 
marriage and breaking up their own 
homes. 

This “new circle,” incidentally, is 
what I call the “vicious” circle. I call it 
that because two-thirds of the women in 
it are women who have “killed” a few 
men, women who have had men work 
for them until they have gone into bad 
health and died, leaving them all their 
money. They always take up with the 
“newly rich,” advising them and telling 
them what they should do with their 
husbands. And nine times out of ten 
they tell them all the wrong things— 
never anything that’ll help them to make 
their husbands happy. 

That’s what happened in my case, and 
I’ve seen it happen with many, many 
other couples. I once worked for $35 and 
$40 a week, then all at once I jumped 
to $5,000 a week and some weeks, 
$50,000. When it happened I became 
one of the so-called “newly-rich” and 
everything changed in my home. [I lost 
all the love and sweetness that I had once 
known in my married life. Nothing was 
the same for me after that. In place of 
my old circle of friends, I gradually be- 
gan to notice “new” people coming 
around the house—a new set of 
“friends” that had never bothered about 
me or my wife when we were struggling 
along trying to make it on $35 a week. 
But they started coming around when 
they found out we had some money, and 
instead of being real friends they only 
helped to make things unhappy in my 
home. 
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What happened after that is typical of 
what happens to a lot of married couples 


who suddenly find themselves with 
enough’ money to be able to buy what 
they want and not have to worry about 
price tags or whether there'll be some 
left over to pay rent. A woman, of 
course, doesn’t realize it until it’s too 
late, but these so-called new friends are 
the very ones who start breaking up a 
good home and a happy couple by using 
them in all kinds of ways that work only 
to their advantage. They know that you 
have money, so they start using you for 
convenience. They start borrowing 
money from you that they know they 
can’t pay back. They begin asking you 
to do favors for them that they know 
they can’t return, and before you know 
it they’ve got such a hold on your wife 
that they’re telling her how she should 
spend her money, the places she should 
go, and how she ought to treat her hus- 
band. And in the end it’s another home 
broken up and two people’s lives and 
marriage ruined. 

Some of our women just don’t think 
about these things—until it’s all over— 
and that’s what is wrong with the whole 
situation. Once their husbands start 
making money, they begin to get dollar 
signs for eyeballs and their homes, their 
marriages, and their love lives can go to 
blazes for all they care. 

As a good example, take the case of a 
woman I know in a large Midwestern 
city who stayed with her husband only 
long enough to get a mink coat. She 
had two children and a husband who 
worked hard to be a success. But when 
he started making money, she started 
figuring out how she could get his money 
for herself and get rid of him at the 
same time. To her, a mink coat was 
important because all the other women 
in her “circle” had minks. So she was 
just staying with him long enough to get 
a mink, then “retire” and be one of the 
“smart set.” 

As I remember it now, I happened to 
see her one night when we were playing 
a dance in her city, so naturally when I 
saw her I asked about. her husband. She 
said, “Oh, we’re doing all right. But I’m 
just biding my time.” I had an idea 
what she meant, but after a few cocktails 
I decided to bring up the subject again. 

“What do you mean ‘biding your 
time,’ ” I said jokingly. 

“Well,” she giggled, “we got a pretty 
nice bank account now, but I’m just 





waiting for him to save a few more dol- 
lars. When I think he’s got enough I’m 
going to get me a mink—and after that 
I’m going to kiss him goodbye!” 

A few months later I read where they 
were divorced and I wasn’t at all sur- 
prised. All she wanted was a mink and 
that’s what she got. But like a lot of 
women, she wasn’t looking past her nose. 
She couldn’t live in that mink. She 
couldn’t eat it. She couldn’t sleep in it. 
And it certainly couldn’t take the place 
of a husband. 

But she got her mink, so I guess that 
made her happy. It didn’t matter to her 
that she had ruined her marriage or that 
she had disappointed the husband who 
had worked hard to try to build a future 
for her and their children. 

But she’s not by herself in thinking the 
way she did. In the last five or ten years 
there have been many, many more di- 
vorces and broken marriages all because 
women start out in marriage figuring 
“how much I can get out of my hus- 
band” instead of planning to make his 
and her life happy together. 


REMEMBER back when I was 17 or 
18 years old you didn’t hear of a col- 
ored woman suing her husband for di- 
vorce and asking for a $50,000 settle- 
ment or $1,500 monthly alimony. They 
just didn’t do that. But the white women 
started doing it, so the colored women 
figured they could do it too. The white 
women had all these rich husbands and 
everything, and when we started getting 
rich we started doing the same things. 
So what happens today? Women 
everywhere—white, colored, brown, all 
of them—grab a husband and start to 
figuring right away how much they can 
get out of him before the divorce comes. 
They seldom stop to think: “This is my 
marriage, and I must try to make it last 
and make my husband happy.” It seems 
nowadays that all the women are inter- 
ested in is getting married so they can 
use a husband to get something for them- 
selves. They forget that men, after all, 
are grown-up little boys who sometimes 
like to be treated like little boys. They 
just don’t seem to realize that men want 
to be petted, that they want to be shown 
attention, that they want to be cared for, 
fussed over, and made to feel important. 
A woman who treats a man right, 
babies him like he wants to be babied, is 
something seldom found. But the woman 
who knows that it takes this to make a 


happy marriage, will not only make her- 
self happy and satisfied, but will soon 
find that when she treats her man the 
way he wants to be treated, she can do 
anything with him and he will do any- 
thing for her. 

A woman doesn’t have to be real 
clever to understand this; she should 
know automatically that being lovable 
and sweet and doing such things helps 
make her husband happy and in the end 
will bring her real happiness. But some- 
how women today just don’t understand 
it that way and sooner or later they’re 
wondering why their husbands start 
staying out late or looking around for 
another woman. 

That’s the way it was with me once. 1 
didn’t find my home life as real and as 
happy as I thought it should be, so I 
started looking around. Like a lot of 
men, I always thought of my home as a 
place I could come to when I’m through 
with work, a place where I could leave 
all worries outside. I figured too that 
coming home after being on the road 
and playing one-nighters would be re- 
laxing for me, that I could be with my 
wife and enjoy all the things that we 
wanted to enjoy. But there were times 
when I didn’t find it that way, so I did 
what was only natural: | started looking 
around for relaxation elsewhere and 
tried to find somebody I could relax 
with. 

Men are peculiar that way. A man 
likes to feel that when he’s off from 
work and comes home that he’s coming 
home to be happy. And whatever he 
wants to do when he leaves his job, that’s 
what his woman should try to plan and 
do for him. That’s what she should 
never forget. She should study him and 
figure out the things that he most en- 
joys when he’s home and relaxed. But 
how many of them ‘today will do that? 

I know from my own experiences that 
the average woman today doesn’t stop 
to think about whether or not what she 
thinks or what she wants is agreeable 
with her husband. If he has a night job 
or some kind of work that will keep him 
out late, she soon begins to get jealous 
and suspicious, and then she starts nag- 
ging. 

I used to have a wife once who knew 
that I loved her very much. But she 
couldn’t seem to understand that in my 
business you’ve got to cater to the pub- 
lic. It was all right as long as I worked 
from midnight (Continued on Page 76) 
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Mou. But every minute you stay with him, youre 
Mut of something he has every right to-expect. 
one to stay with him if you love me.” 


When Art turned down Kit’s proposal that they marry, she went back to Louisville and 
right to the altar with Pete. But then when Art showed up again and his kisses burned with 
their old fire, Kit could not resist until she learned the real meaning of love. 


:* WAS quite a comedown for me to 

return to Louisville the way I did. 
When I had left for New York two years 
before, I had it all figured out. I’d be 
the hometown girl who made good in 
the big city; I’d become a successful 
career girl and come back home happily 
married to some handsome junior execu- 
tive. Well, I had made good on the first 
part of my plan, but failed miserably on 
the second part. 

Of course, all my friends, and espe- 
cially Mama, were glad to have me home 
again; they knew nothing of the high- 
falutin’ ideas I had when I left. They 
knew I had become a_ photographer’s 
model and they proudly clipped my pic- 
tures from ads and the photo stories in 
national magazines. But no one knew 
about Art, and I was doing my best to 
forget him. For almost a year I had 
thought Art would be the handsome hus- 
band I would some day proudly intro- 
duce to the hometown folks. I was wrong 


—tragically wrong. I found to my sor- 
row that despite Art’s solemn vows of 
love, there was one vow—the most im- 
portant—he would never take. He mere- 
ly wanted to play a game that flaunted 
every decent ideal I had been taught and 
defied the rules and conventions of so- 
ciety. I recall our parting the night I 
discovered that he wanted everything, 
but was willing to give nothing. 

Art Raymond and I had been going 
out together for almost a year. He was 
a sales representative for one of the firms 
whose magazine advertisement I had 
posed for. Extremely handsome in a 
smooth, sophisticated way, Art won my 
heart completely the first time he smiled 
at me. He was lots of fun and with his 
contacts and his large circle of friends 
he was able to get me jobs that made 
some of the more experienced models 
turn green with envy. 

Life was one big party for Art and 
he was seldom serious about anything. 


my lover 
haunted our marriage 


At first, 1 enjoyed being with him so 
much I was afraid to spoil it with talk 
of engagements, rings and weddings. 
Besides, he had made it only too clear 
how he felt about being “tied to any 
woman’s apron strings.” But one night 
after a gay party when Art took me 
home, I timidly broached the subject, 
determined to have it out once and for 
all. 

Irma, the girl who shared the apart- 
ment with me, was away, and in the 
stillness of the house I thought I could 
hear my heart pounding with excitement. 
Art staggered across the room pretend- 
ing to be drunk and sprawled on the 
sofa. “Wow! What a party! I'll never 
be able to go to work tomorrow.” He 
glanced around. “Where’s Irma?” he 
asked. 

“She’s up in Connecticut for the 
weekend,” I told him. I wondered how 
to begin the little speech I’d prepared. 

Art winked (Continued on Page 70) 





“I want it to be everything, Danny. License, preacher, ring— 
the works,” I told him. 
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Danny, the night club crooner, had a beguiling way 
with women that captured the fancy of Connie, the 
camera girl. And then one night she snapped a pic- 


ture that landed her in his warm embrace and 
a hot blackmail plot 






















































I SET my camera on a vacant table 
and gazed dreamily at the singer who 
stood at the microphone, the spotlight 
flooding his handsome face and glinting 
off the thick black waves of his hair. I 
wasn’t the only one who thrilled to the 
mellow, romantic tones that vibrated 
through the low-ceilinged night club. 
Every woman in the room sat entranced 
by the magic of Danny Warren’s voice 
and the magnetism of his personality. 

Mae, the cigarette girl, placed her 
tray next to my camera and sank wearily 
into a chair. “Whew! My feet are kill- 
ing me!” she sighed. 

“Ssh!” I whispered tersely. 

“Well, pardon me for living!” 

She lapsed into a sullen silence that 
lasted until Danny had finished his song 
and the house lights came up. When 
the thunderous applause had died down, 
Mae sniffed, “I still can’t see what all 
the excitement is about. Why every 
chick in this place is practically drooling 
over the guy!” 

“Oh, Mae, he’s wonderful!” 

“Well, he sure doesn’t move me,” she 
said haughtily, moving off with her tray- 
ful of wares. 

Ignoring Mae’s remarks, I watched 
enviously. as Danny stepped down off 
the bandstand and made his way over 
to a ringside table to join a gay group 
of expensively-gowned women and their 
escorts. A pang of jealousy ripped 
through my heart as I saw one of the 
women hold out her hand to Danny. A 
moment later they were out on the dance 
floor and the intimate way she clung to 
him made me turn away abruptly and 
start on my rounds. 

There was no denying that I was head 
over heels in love with Danny Warren; 
and, I reflected bitterly, my infatuation 
with the headliner at Club Morocco was 
the most hopeless thing in the world. 
For Danny barely knew I existed. To 
him, surrounded as he was by so many 
beautiful and glamorous women, I was 
just plain Connie Rogers, the girl who 
snapped photographs of gay parties and 
happy couples who patronized Club 
Morocco. 

I was the girl who waited breathlessly 
for his breezy “Hi, Little Bit!” each 
night when he came to work: the girl 
who pretended that the love songs he 

sang were sung for her alone; the girl 
who stoutly defended him when Mae or 
anyone else made slighting remarks 
about him. (Continued on Page 85) 
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“Believe it or not, Pvc been sitting here on this raft for 
two whole weeks, just waiting for you to swim along,” 
he said. 
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Because Annette was so certain of her husband’s 
love, she got the shock of her life when the first 
germs of doubt crept into her mind and she won- 
dered whether Ted was unfaithful. When other 
men caught her on the rebound, she quickly got a 
reputation as a “‘pushover’’—and she had to prove 
to Ralph that she wasn’t. 

T’S FUNNY the way you read the newspaper ads and the magazine 

articles and never apply them to yourself. You see an ad for a 
“miracle reducing plan” and you make a mental note to mention it to 
Emma, who would be a lot healthier minus a few pounds; or you make 


a catty remark at club meeting that “you know who” ought to try Life- 
buoy. 
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Maybe you glance through a woman’s magazine and see the eye-catch- 
ing title, “Are You Losing Your Husband?” and you immediately won- 
der when Sara will ever wake up to the fact that her husband is playing 
around with someone else. And then you begin to wonder if after six 
years of married life to someone as kind and thoughtful as Ted, maybe 
you've developed a too self-satisfied and lazy an attitude and wrapped 
yourself too much in a thick blanket of contentment. You’ve got a home, 
a car, and a loving husband, and everything is just too perfect. 

That was the way things were that afternoon when Nell Tibbs dropped 
in to visit. We had finished our customary exchange of tid-bits of gos- 
sip when Nell said, “Before I forget it, Annette, I’m having a little get- 
together next Saturday. Just a few people over for cocktails. Do you 
think you and Ted can make it?” 

“I’m sure we can, Nell. We haven’t been doing anything at all on 
weekends here lately.” I told her. (Continued on Page 70) 
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Once she was considered the “world’s 
greatest woman trumpet player” and 
then the Nazis put her in a concentration 
camp and everyone considered her 
dead. When she was finally exchanged 
for two Nazi spies, she came back to the 
U. S. to kiss the ground and try to 
revive her career once again. 


BY VALAIDA SNOW 































7 fw in New York’s Apollo Theater 


Valaida Snow sings old favor- 


iB ite Chloe as she attempts come- 


back. 






| CAME BACK FROM 


HIS YEAR marks an anniversary for me: it was exactly 
ten years ago that I died. 

It was in a Nazi concentration camp that I died. Negro news- 
papers in the U. S. carried stories about my disappearance in 
Germany and assumed that I was dead. My lawyers closed my 
estate and sold the house I owned in California. 

But two years later | came back from the dead—as an ex- 
changed prisoner of war. I was exchanged by the Germans for 
two captured Nazi spies, one of them the notorious Anna Hoff- 


man, a manicurist on the German liner Bremen who had been 


tried and convicted in a U. S. court. 

I came back to New York on the S.S. Gripsholm and when 
the ship sailed into New York, I saw the Statue of Liberty— 
really saw it—for the first time, although I had sailed through 
New York Bay dozens of times. She was the most beautiful 
woman in the world! I walked ashore with nothing but one 
kroner (about 10 cents) each prisoner had been given by the 
Nazis. 

But I was so happy I actually got down and kissed the 
ground! I was so weak from months in a Nazi camp I couldn’t 
get up again and had to be lifted to my feet. 

In New York I learned to my dismay that I’d long ago been 
given up for dead. In Harlem I ran into Dan Burley, who then 
was with the Amsterdam News. I’d known him since I was in 
my teens, but he didn’t even recognize me. I was just skin and 
bones and | walked like a woman of 90. He stared at me in 
astonishment, then said: “Girl, where have you been? I’ve got 
a story I’m working on right now telling about how you died 
in that concentration camp over there!” 

When I got back I felt that I might as well have died. Once 
I was up at the top in the entertainment world. I had been 
hailed all over the world in the best night clubs and theaters. I 
had played for and with royalty. But two years in a concentra- 
tion camp not only nearly killed me physically. I was quick to 
learn that my career as an entertainer was as dead as if the Nazis 
had shot me through the heart. 

I had to start from scratch and try to build a new career for 
myself, beginning from the very bottom. It was almost as if 
those early years of struggle to reach the top had never existed. 

For me my career was ended when the Luftwaffe swooped 
over Denmark in 1940 and bombarded the country with leaflets 
announcing, “This is now Germany.” At the time I was playing 
my third return engagement at the National Scala in Copen- 
hagen. The U. S. was not at war with Germany then and | 
thought I had nothing to worry about except making sure each 
performance lived up to my billing as “The world’s greatest 
woman trumpet player.” 

But three months later, I and 480 other Americans still in 
Copenhagen were unceremoniously tossed into Westerfaengsal 
prison, from which the criminals had been removed to make 
room for us. The Gestapo took everything I had—$7,000 in 
traveler’s checks, all my jewels, seven fur coats, among them a 
Russian sable and a mink I had never worn, a gold trumpet 
presented to me by Queen Wilhelmina of Belgium—everything 
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|| THE DEAD 
























































except the clothes on my back. 
These things I saw them steal. It was not until two years 
later, broken in health and spirit, that I discovered that the 
Nazis had robbed me of something more priceless—my career. 
Maybe this sounds grim and foreboding so perhaps I had bet- 
ter tell you something of my career up to 1940. 


HOME FOR ME, I suppose, is just about any place in the 


U. S. you ‘might care to name. With a theatrical trunk for 





a cradle and stage props for toys, I toured the country with my 
I had nine 


brothers and sisters, and every one of them was born in a dif- 


mother and father, both veterans in show business. 
ferent state of the Union—we moved around that much! I was 
born in Los Angeles and from the very beginning I followed 
family tradition by giving my first public performance on a tin 
whistle on a school program in Bessemer, Ala. 

But formal education was not for me in those days. I was 
too busy performing on street corners in an “orphan” band 
of an assortment of kids, then rushing to whatever theater had 
booked us for a night performance with Mom and Pop. Pop 





was the “impresario” for those sidewalk shows and was usually 
somewhere in the background to see that his troupe of young- Joshing with Joe Louis, Valaida Snow recalls days when she 
sters made the proper pitch for collections from the audiences sang in his Chicago Rhumboogie Club after her release. 


for “the orphan children.” 
With old friend Sophie Tucker, Valaida reminisces about “the 


My mother was a graduate of Howard University, and played 
: Hs : pm) good old days” during Negro Actors Guild benefit in New York. 


the violin and several other instruments, among them the tuba 
which is unusual for a woman. She taught me music, starting 
when I was barely big enough to hold an instrument. I didn’t 
go to grammar school because we were constantly on the go, 
but Mom tutored me so well that when I later took a high school 
entrance exam, I passed with flying colors! Things were far 
from easy those days and it was usually touch and go with all 
sorts of juvenile protection agencies as we toured the South and 
Southwest. 

Usually, I played piano, violin, trombone, and would wind up 
with the drums. 
shoes out on the stage, then changing from one pair of shoes to 
another, I would do a different dance—tap, soft shoe, ballet, 
Russian—the audiences loved it. 


In one act I did, I would set seven pairs of 


Then, I had another routine 
that was always good for a big hand. I would lie on my back 
and play a Sousa march on the trombone, working the slide with 
my bare foot! 

I was only nine years old at the time. It was in this period 
that I began developing my voice, although in a rather unsys- 
tematic way. I had a habit of first singing the melody of any 
song before trying to finger and handle any new instrument I 
was learning to play. In this way I worked out various tech- 
niques that I still use today. 

My childhood was one adventure after another, but one 
doesn’t remain a child forever. Soon it was time for me to enter 
high school, so I was sent to Washington, D. C., where Mom’s 
folks lived and I enrolled in Armstrong High. I joined the 
school band, and with my background I was able to outshine 


the entire trumpet section, boys in- (Continued on Page 52) 





9 say you ve been in New York this long and haven't 
age of your many opportunities with women here.” 














WITH JEALOUSY 


Fred’s joy over his fine new job as a New York newspaperman 

was short-lived when he learned that his boss was a wolf 

and he found reason to suspect that his wife was the reason 
for the boss’ trips to New York 


“T SHOULD kill you,” I shouted at 
Rose. 

I could feel a throbbing in my temple 
which has always been the danger signal 
of my uncontrollable temper. We were 
standing, facing each other in the living 
room of our Edgecombe Avenue apart- 
ment. I waited, tense and trembling, 
waited for Rose to say just one word. 
That would have been all I needed for 
the blind rage to boil over and take pos- 
session of me. For I was ‘positive that 
anything she had to say would be a lie 
and when the woman you love has be- 
trayed your trust, a lie is the last straw. 

But Rose didn’t speak. Rose gazed at 
me as though I were an utter stranger. 
There wasn’t any fear in the look. She 
was staring at me, the way you search 
past a person’s face, trying to see inside 
of him. 

Her calmness unnerved me. Briefly, a 
wild horrible thought crossed my mind. 
Suppose Rose was innocent. But I fought 
it back. Hadn’t I caught them red- 
handed. Rose and Francis Adams. My 
wife and my boss—cheating behind my 
back. The cheap, sordid ugliness of it 
all seemed to close in on me, to hem me 
in. I had to get out of that house, out 
of the apartment where we had spent 
so many wonderful hours. I had crazy, 
hurting memories of how we had sacri- 
ficed and worked together to make it the 
modern, cozy home it had been. She 
could have it all now. If I lived there 
another hour, haunted by the thought of 
her treachery, every chair, every picture 
on the walls would be a mockery. 

“Don’t worry,” I sneered at her. 


“Don’t worry. I’m not going to touch 


you. I don’t even think you’re worth it. 
And the next time you see your rich 
boy friend, the guy you helped to make 
a fool out of me, you can tell him to get 
another fool to work for his stinking 
newspaper.” 

I turned, picked up my typewriter and 
slammed out of the door. Down in the 
street, | hailed a passing cab. I didn’t 
know where I was going eventually, but, 
right now, I was headed for the Fat 
Man. I was going to get good and drunk 
and celebrate. That’s right. Celebrate 
my freedom. When a guy’s been a first 
class sucker for two years, he deserves to 
congratulate himself after he wakes up. 

That’s what I had been, I told myself, 
as the cab rolled smoothly along—a 
sucker. 

I thought about Francis Adams. How 
I had admired and respected him! In 
fact, there was even a time when | had 
idolized him. He had given me my big 
break—a chance on his newspaper. We'll 
call it the Beacon. If I gave the right 
name, you'd recognize it as one of Amer- 
ica’s most influential weekly Negro news- 
papers. The cab swerved around the 
corner, stopped on a dime in front of 
the Fat Man, my favorite bar. I paid 
the driver, hustled out, lugging my suit- 
case, and went inside. 

Phil, good old Phil, was doing busi- 
ness at his usual stand behind the bar. 
He looked bored. But Phil always looked 
bored. His eyes lit up like neon when 
he saw me. 

“Tell you what I want you to do, 
Phil,” I said. “I’m gonna grab myself 
a ringside seat right near the television 
in the back. I want you to bring me a 
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bottle of 1. W. Harper—the biggest bottle 
you got. And I don’t want to see you 
until I’m ready for another one.” 

Phil’s eyebrows went up slightly. He 
could tell there was more wrong with 
me than just plain tiredness, but do you 
think that guy would be nosy or make 
unnecessary remarks? Not Phil. 

Seconds later, | was sitting in the 
booth, all by my lonesome, the bottle in 
front of me, a tall glass and plenty of 
ice. 1 poured myself a real good one, 
downed it, poured another and began 
thinking about Francis Adams again. 


e HE GUY had made me. I had been 
small time when I first met him. Rose 
and | had been married six or seven 
months and we thought we were doing 
great in the small Midwestern town 
where we had grown up together. I was 
pretty much of a big shot there, I fig- 
ured. I was one-half of the staff of a 
small Negro weekly. The editor, Clar- 
ence Gates, was editor, copy-reader, 
proof-reader, typesetter and everything 
else mechanical. He even ducked out of 
the musty little shop and sold ads a 
couple of days a week. I was the star 
reporter—the only one. I wrote a mushy 
advice-to-the-lovelorn column, re-wrote 
stories from the big daily papers and 
covered every event in town which con- 
cerned Negroes. Old Man Gates was a 
childless widower and everyone in town 
agreed that the old guy was nuts about 
me. Some day I would step into his 
shoes and maybe even develop the sheet 
to the point where I could hire more 
people. 

One important day Francis Adams 
came to town for a regional convention 
of the NAACP of which he was a di- 
rector. Old Man Gates thought it would 
be a good idea to interview this noted 
publisher of one: of the country’s ten 
biggest newspapers. 

Funny how that interview turned out. 
| guess Adams had got up on the wrong 
side of the bed that day. Anyhow, he 
was pretty testy and acted the role of 
importance. I had a ten o’clock ap- 
pointment with him in his hotel room. 
He kept me waiting a half hour, then 
informed me that he didn’t have too 
much'time. I was plenty burned, but I 
tried not to show it at first. Then, I 
noticed that he was giving me the brush- 
off. Any reporter who is on his toes 
knows when he’s getting the brush-off 
from a celebrity. They answer your ques- 
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tions with stock phrases, keep looking at 
their watches. Little things like that. 

I knew that Adams was one of the 
most influential men in the country, but 
I was pretty fed up with his manner. 
The straw that broke the camel’s back 
was his sudden announcement that he 
would have to end the interview, that 
he had another appointment. I got mad, 
I guess. Anyhow, I stood up and said: 

“Okay, Mr. Big Shot. Never let it be 
said that a little small-time weekly like 
my paper kept you from being prompt 
for an appointment, even though you 
weren't so prompt for the appointment 
you had with me. How does it feel to 
be so great you can kick little guys 
around?” 

I was on my way to the door when 
Adams’ voice halted me. 

“What did you say your name was?” 
he asked. 

I knew what was coming. He was 
going to report my insolence to my boss. 
I was so angry that | didn’t even care. 
I turned around. 

“‘Name’s Fred Clarke. Fred A. Clarke. 
I’ll also furnish you with the telephone 
number of my office so you can throw 
your weight around and try to get me 
fired. That is, if you have time to phone 
little local weekly newspapers.” 

To my amazement, Adams smiled a 
broad smile. 

“You're an amazing young man,” he 
told me. “Why don’t you sit down and 
I don't 

I just 


join me in some breakfast. 
really have an appointment. 
wanted to get rid of you so I could eat 
breakfast. I’m sorry I was rude. Why 
not stick around? Maybe we can work 
it out so you'll have a real story for your 
newspaper.” 

I was completely taken by surprise. 
But the biggest surprise of all was find- 
ing out what a warm, rare and human 
guy Francis Adams was. By the time 
we had downed the last bit of coffee, 
after a satisfying meal and a more satis- 
fying session of small talk, | was com- 
pletely under his spell. What’s more, he 
told me some things about the NAACP 
which were really off the record and 
would enable me to spill a story on the 
front page of my newspaper which would 
probably be picked up by the big sheets 
around the country. 

I got up to leave and held out my 
hand. 

“It’s been a real pleasure, Mr. Adams,’ 
I told him. “I want to apologize, too.” 
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“Forget it,” Adams told me. “By the 
way, why don’t you give me your home 
address. There’s a little matter I might 
be wanting to write you about. Personal, 
you know.” 

Wonderingly, I supplied the informa- 
tion. 

Old Man Gates was tickled to death 
with the scoop I’d been able to gei. But 
he wasn’t half as tickled as I was, a week 
later, when I received a letter from 
Francis Adams. The letter hadn’t been 
written by a secretary. It was a per- 
sonal note from Adams himself. He 
wanted to give me a job on his staff in 
the New York office of his paper. The 
letter said that he had taken a liking to 
me because I had guts to stand up for 
my rights. 

“That is what makes good newspaper- 
men,” he wrote. “We need more people 
like you in our business—people who 
are not afraid of so-called ‘big shots.’ 
The nerve to challenge big shots is what 
brought about every important change 
for the better in American life.” 

The salary Adams named in his letter 
made my eyes open wide. I was jubilant. 
I told Rose of my good fortune. She 
cried happily: 

“Oh, Fred, how wonderful! You 
mean we'll be able to go to New York 
and live. What a fine opportunity. And 
just think of what a lovely place we'll 
be able to afford with all that money.” 

Then a shadow crossed her pretty face. 

“But what about Pop Gates?” she 
asked. 

Truthfully, I had already thought 
about that. I hated the idea of letting 
the old man down. I couldn’t think of 
anyone he’d be able to get to fill my 
place. But, after all, as much as he loved 
the little local paper, Pop Gates couldn’t 
expect me to give up a chance of a life- 
time for it. I decided to go down to the 
office immediately and talk it over with 
him. 

When he had heard the whole story, 
Pop Gates looked me square in the eye: 

“Fred,” he said. “You know, I’ve 
come to love you like a son. I thought 
maybe some day you'd take over and 
carry on the paper. I don’t know any- 
one I’d rather see run it than you. But 
this is your chance. After all, what can 
I offer you but a one-horse editorship of 
a one-horse sheet. Go to New York, boy, 
and do a bang-up job for Francis 
Adams. It’s a chance to be proud of.” 

I wired (Continued on Page 80) 
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HOME SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 


Home Service Director 


HEN Dad shakes the mothballs out of the old plaid 

blanket in the attic and maybe even drags out his old 
raccoon to attend the annual homecoming game of his alma 
mater, Fall is surely at its height and the festive days of 
Thanksgiving are upon us once again. The younger set dons 
the traditional chrysanthemum and a mad array of colorful 
sweaters and jackets to join in waving school banners of their 
favorite team. And for sister there’s after-game dances with 
the team’s hero who made the important winning touchdown 







Thanksgiving Days 


of the game. The frat houses buzz with excitement. 

At home the big event of the season for Mother is the an- 
nual Thanksgiving dinner. Each year she reads with delight 
the new ideas and recipes and resolves to try something dif- 
ferent for the menu of the big day. The old standbys can be 
given a new twist with a changed turkey stuffing, an unusual 
soup or salad and a new dessert. Some suggestions can be 
found in our “Cooking” section on Page 44. And for an 
unusual menu you might try one of the combinations below. 


@@ @@28 @8@8 @ @ @e e@eoeaeeeeeeeeeeaea 
Four Thanksgiving Menus 


Avocado and Crabmeat Cocktail 
Roast Turkey in Wine 
Corn Bread Dressing 
Egg Plant in Casserole Buttered Onions and Peas 
Yams and Apple Slices Cranberry Relish 
Mixed Green Salad 
Assorted Rolls 


Coffee Suet Pudding with Rum Sauce 
* * * P 
Crabmeat Cocktail 
Roast Duck Rice Dressing 


Stuffed Baked Apple and Currants 
Buttered Broccoli Creamed Potatoes 
Rolls Coffee 
Pumpkin Chiffon Pie with Rum 


@®ae @eeoeeaoeeeeeeeeneeeeeeee#ea 


Assorted Hors d’ oeuvres and Cocktails 

Roast Turkey in Peanut Butter 
Mashed Potatoes 
Oyster Casserole 


Gravy 
String Beans 
Green and Red Cole Slaw 
Apple Chutney 
Squash Pie 
* * * 


Breads Coffee 


Lobster Bisque 
Roast Duck—Basted in Orange Juice and Wine 
Sweet Potato in Fluted Orange Cups 
Waldorf Salad 
String Beans and Corn Succotash 
Hot Rolls Coffee 


Steamed Cranberry Pudding 


FASHION 


[ERE IS big news in winter coats 
his season. With a large variety of 
textures and silhouettes, shoppers 
find well-made, smartly-styled, 
tical coats within the budget range 
veryone. Some will be plain, shaggy- 
tured and soft, others elegant, sleek 
fur-trimmed, but all will give the 
er good value. 
ast season’s pyramid great coat has 
given the new look for 1951, with a 
There is less full- 
Some of 


minor changes. 
with more curved lines. 


»f soft-as-silk wool fleece, pyramid-styled coat is designed to be worn with or without a belt. 
roomy dolman sleeves, so that it can be worn over suits. 





these coats are softly belted and others 
are fitted and buttoned to the hemline. 
But for those who want to be up to the 
minute in style, all coats have one feature 
in common—the flared skirt. 

Materials shown in most of the coats 
are of the bulky, shaggy, rough type. 
There are some wool velours, some fleecy 
fabrics mixing two colors, and fine, 
warm, rough-toned tweeds in stained- 
glass colors. The wools are as soft as a 
kitten’s fur and lend themselves to the 
fitted and belted coats without being 


aie 


or 


Winter Coats 


clumsy. There is a wealth of gay colors 
in new blues, reds, amber and peach 
tones, with gray as one of the outstand- 
ing colors. The crossing or mixing of 
two colors is certainly popular. 

The sleeves and cuffs of these great 
coats are on the fancy side, with a lot of 
clever, chic detail. Collars on some 
coats are smaller, fitting close to the 
neck with simple shawl effects. Others 
are adaptable to furs and fur stoles. 
Heavy braids and unique buttons are 
top news in trimmings on plain coats. 


It has deep pockets and large. 


Designed by the Lassie Maid, it is priced at $55. 





a 


Two moderately-priced coats of fine wool velour have up-to-the- Single-breasted box coat of virgin wool saxony tweed is warm 

minute styling. One has dyed squirrel trim on the collar edge, the _as toast for winter days. It has a soft, rolled collar and novelty 

other a simple black Persian collar in rose petal style. Both are tab pockets with button trim. Coat is priced at $49.95, designed 
designed by Lottie and priced at $69. by Lottie. 


a 


igme"g ytons poe Made of wool broadcloth, smartly-fitted 
(li) bak Gee nano stele . coat has detailed sunburst effect at the 
tell die enl  evee % neck, Designed by Lassie Maid, it is 
tively trimmed with a priced at $55. 

V-shaped collar and 
wide over-sleeve cuff of 


rich brown mouton. i | ’ eS : > 
Priced at $69. i ) ~Z ~ ui 

_ c 
\\y 


* 
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All-purpose great coat 
(right) with plenty of 
swing is attractively 
trimmed with black per- 
sian. The sleeves have 
smart, chic details with 
tight cuffs. Priced at 
about $75. 
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Back Interest In New Styles 


E Paris seems to set the pace in 
verything pertaining to and for 
and Parisian women are now 
ating the short hair style in many 
new lines, the head silhouette 


ig U. S. women this season is closely 


ed, simple, casual and carefree, yet 
eminine. 
new look in hair is neat and 
with a great amount of distinc- 
The styles are easy to care for and 
ft curls create an elfin quality with 
1 top locks and uptilted sides. The 
s the typical sleek, well-groomed 
»f sophistication. 
new favorite style is the graceful 
1 of traced-in waves that form a 
around the head. Another is 


e the hair is swept upward over the 
Pp 


ito soft, deep, loose curls. Others 
asual, soft ringlets to one side and 
he ear that give the close-cropped 


1 lines are always news and a 
beautician knows her customers 
ill introduce these smart, new, chic, 
hair styles to suit each individual 


a¢ 


» emphasis as shown on these styles 
xced on the back and side back of 
sad with a different treatment of 
aves and curls for each style. 






rald Gartrelle, popular New York 
tician, believes that each person 
1 have styles created for their per- 


sonality. 
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Hair drama in modern design’ is this hair 
style called “To The Point.” A close-fitting 
coiffure lifts high off the face in a mere 
suggestion of bangs and is waved from a 
low side part ending in sculptured curls 
at the nape of the neck. 
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“Gypsy Enchantment” is a befitting name 

for this hair style by Gartrelle. This style 

has soft, full bangs on the forehead and a 

back interest of soft curls lifted just above 
the nape of the neck. 























“Fascination” is for evening attraction. The 
Short hair is parted in the center and 
waved. The sides are sleekly drawn back 
and brushed high under the “extra” cluster 
of large puff curls. 
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silverware retains its lovely sheen if used daily, rotating the pieces so that the whole service is in 
jyuently. Clean it with a good silver cream every week or two. In applying the cream, rub 
each piece of flatware the long way, never with a circular motion. 
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HINTS 
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MEN the world over, from the bride to the seasoned 
ymemaker, love and cherish beautiful silver. As lovely 
the care of silver usually presents a problem and just 


t is needed most, it is dull, tarnished and stained. 
er, like any other treasured household article, requires 


id it is just as important to know how to keep it bright 


hining as it is to make the initial selection. 


re you set your table for plain meals or a party, be 


hat all of your silverware is at its brightest, shiniest 


t will add its very own special touch of glamour to 


he simplest of settings and help to make each meal a 


casion. 


mple, basic rules and cleaning methods are followed, 


erve it. 


: of caring for your precious silver articles will be 
rably easier. Whether your flatware is silver-plate or 
the methods of caring for it properly are the same. 
is neither perishable nor fragile and using it helps 
Rotate its use so that every piece is used 


tly 


h silver promptly after each meal in hot soapy water 


that all food particles and grease are removed. Rinse 








si 


thoroughly in hot water and dry immediately with a clean, 
soft towel. Silverware dried without a thorough rinsing will 
tarnish faster. 

One of the advantages of constant use of silver is the de- 
velopment of the soft patina or finish that comes from the 
millions of invisible marks and fine scratches received in 
ordinary use. Don’t be alarmed when these scratches appear 
on new silver at first cleaning. 

To avoid large, unsightly scratches, wash knives and forks 
separately so that the blade edges do not scrape against other 
pieces. 

The easiest way to clean silver is to give it a “once-over- 
lightly” every week with a good silver cream. It is not the 
tedious, messy job you think it is if you use the methods 
shown on these pages. Never use rubber gloves in cleaning 
your silverware, since rubber will cause heavy tarnish. 

Dark egg stains can generally be removed by rubbing a 
little salt on the spot with the end of the finger. The grayish 
purple film which silver acquires from perspiration can be 
removed readily by rubbing the spot with a soft cloth 
dampened with a little ammonia. 
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After washing and rinsing flatware in hot 

water, a thin coating of fine silver cream is 

applied with a slightly-dampened cloth. 

“Finishing touch” is achieved by rubbing 

each piece lengthwise with a soft knitted 
cotton mitt. 





Correct technique for cleaning heavily- 
ornamented pieces of silverware is to ap- 
ply silver cleaner with a soft brush, so that 
tarnish deep in tiny crevices of the design 
will be reached by the bristles and can be 
easily removed. 
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$24 Per Carat 


Masdor chan siesens, Gasp Chetry Reliance Cavern. 











s REFRACTORY 
DEX OF 
The greatest history, which is the result of DUAMOTHYST 
enti of om of refractory higher thon, 8 
ew Dis a RET WEEN 
pos Be . + a oe ay 2.42 and 2.90 
index is 10% higher than diemonds. It may seem fantasti 
to you as it did to ws, but now you can have a thet looks oe compored te 
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AT LAST! What the World has Waited For! 





Special 
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Offer of famous Long Aid For the Hair, the mak- 
Limited ers of Long Aid announce for the first time 
Four Marvelous Long Aid Companion 
Time Only Products for Hair and Scaip. 
No. or 
Re: Sten Ssip With oar 8 Shot Bas tx 
°. # 
No. 4—Famous Long Aid—For the Hair................ 1.00 plus 20c tax 











as om above the e Setet peace of these 4. wonderful products is 


lus 50c tax (to 


aiid 4 v4 or ently $2.39 plus 4ic tax (total $2.80). Save 
ial Introductory Offer now. Your money back if 


S280 to receive your kit 
fee and postage. 


In answer to many req 
Long Aid Treatment for Hair and 
from the thousands and thousands of users 


postpaid or order C. 
eystone Co., Dept. LT, Memphis T 
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Total: $3.00 plus Sc tax 


But, for a limited time only, you =. 
70c, take ‘alivan 

not OVERJO ! 

and pay $2.80 plus C. 
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g out this year’s crop of homemade pickles for a perfect accompaniment to 

festive meal. This relish dish includes watermelon slices, spiced peaches, 
orted sweet and sour mustard pickles, and green cucumber chow chow, 
with a distinctive flavor of its own. 










This year try something new in cranberries by 
combining 1] quart cranberries, 2 oranges, 1 
stalk celery, chopped or ground, 1 cup sugar. 
Add 2 tablespoons of dissolved gelatine. Make 
in individual molds and garnish with pickles. 























Turkey And 


URKEY and trimmings is the age-old traditional 
Thanksgiving menu that dates back to the Pilgrims 
alad to add taste and beauty to the meal is made of Calavo avacados, and is carried out in full with modern ideas today. 
romaine, peeled tomatoes, beets, green onion frills, sliced cucumbers Regardless of all effort to change ideas and try new 
kled with lemon juice and salt. Arrange attractively in a large wooden dish Saal | a 
| bowl and serve with simple French dressing. Salad may be served as a ishes and other poultry, [hanksgiving does not seem 
rate course or with the meal. to ring true without his majesty—the turkey. At no 
other time of the season does turkey and dressing seem 
to taste as good to everyone as it does at this time of 
year. 

Homemakers are always trying to find new dishes to 
try, but since the traditional Thanksgiving dinner is 
built around turkey, dressing, cranberries and sweet 
potatoes, it is hard to deviate from tradition. Thefam- | 
ily just does not seem to go for too many new or fancy | 










ideas. 

However, there is a way to add unusual touches that 
will change the sameness and add a real festive touch. 
Starting with the stuffing, to which such things as 
oysters, tomato sauce, peanuts, vegetables and cornmeal 
can be added, there are all sorts of unusual recipes for 
cranberries in jellies, moulds, relishes and _ salads. 
Herbs and zesty seasonings may be added to vegetables, 
and salads may be dressed up and served as a course. 


















Delicious oyster bisque is made of % cup minced celery and 1 minced onion, 
sauted in butter. Add 3 tbsps. flour, 1 tsp. salt, 1 tsp. pepper, %4 tsp. celery 
salt. Add 3 cups milk and cook. Cut up 1 quart oysters, add 1 tsp. lemon 
juice, heat, add to milk. Add pinch soda to 1 cup tomatoes, heat. 

































Include vegetables to please each person’s taste. 
An all-on-one-platter assortment of buttered 
broccoli, peas and carrots, asparagus spears 
with lemon butter, and fresh cauliflower with 
mushroom cream sauce, will make a hit. 


.| Trimmings 


| Many ideas and twists may be added to the traditional 
_ pumpkin pie which will make the whole family sit up 
and take notice. Add a new twist to an old standby and try mince meat custard pie. To an 


y By adding these little touches, today’s Thanksgiving unbaked pie shell add 144 cups mincement. Combine 3 slightly beaten eggs, 
: 1% cup sugar, a pinch of salt, a dash of nutmeg and 2 cups of milk. Pour 


' : menus can be given a new look. ’ over top of mincemeat. Bake 15 minutes at 450° F. Then reduce heat to 
The Thanksgiving table, too, is the most important 350° F. and bake 30 minutes. Cool and serve. 

| | and it affords the use of the best silver, dishes, linen \ 

| | and glass wear, with a gay, timely centerpiece of fruit, 


fall leaves or flowers to carry out the “horn of plenty” 

: idea, and create a befitting table setting for the king 
of the poultry yard. 
If the family is small, there are today plenty of broil- 


Sere ee 


fry turkeys that will meet the needs of any size family. 
They eliminate the cooking of a large bird for just two 
and eating it until everyone becomes tired of turkey. 

Bear in mind not to overload the ‘table, as we all so 
often have a tendency to do at this time of the year. 
Have plenty of everything but be sure it is an assort- 
ment of well-chosen, well-balanced foods for health and 
good eating. Too much food can turn the best appetite. 

Shown on these pages are ideas for complete Thanks- 
giving menus which will please you and your family 
for many Thanksgivings to come. 
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For hips and stomach reducing, sit straight 

on floor, back erect and head straight. At 

the count of one, stretch arms perfectly 
straight at sides, fingers pointed. 


At the count of two, twist body strenuously 
and raise knees off the floor, keeping heels 
on the floor. At the count of three, resume 
position one. Repeat at least 10 times. 













legs straight out in front. 





To reduce large, fleshy hips, sit on the floor 
in a leaning position with hands flat on 
the floor to the back of the body. Stretch 


Reducing Exercises 


VERY FEMALE wants a slim, neat, youth- 

ful figure, but they do not seem to realize 

that this is not always possible unless sacrifices 

are made to keep it so. Well-planned, sensible 

diets are a great help in reducing, but even 

diets need help. and this help can come 
through exercise. 

Exercise can definitely decrease measure- 
ments and it need not be a long, drawn-out 
routine, but just five or ten minutes of regular 
exercise to reduce bulges. It is up to the indi- 
vidual to take stock of the body, look at it in 
a mirror and see where one should start first 
(usually it is in the middle). 

Most women like to know what the Holly- 
wood stars do to keep their figures trim and 
wonder if it is trick photography or magic. 
It is hard for them to realize that the lives of 
the stars are strenuous and well-routined— 
that they too, must watch calories, take health- 
ful exercises and keep their systems in perfect 
shape. 

The do’s and don’ts of exercise are many. 
But the first don’t to bear in mind is not to 
over-exercise. Start gradually and work up 
and be sure your physical condition will lend 
itself to exercise. Well-planned exercises can 
work two ways—to take off and put on. There 
are a number of ways to do both. 

Shown here are six basic ways to start 
the day off in good form and pep up your 
spirits and body for the day’s work ahead. 
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To reduce thighs and give stomach control, 
sit erect on the floor, hands at hips, elbows 
straight. Bring legs to a “V” shaped posi- 
tion with bottom of feet touching, and 
knees as flat to the floor as possible. 





At the count of one, bend forward, grab 
ankles and place elbows on bent knees. 
Stretch and press at the same time inhaling 
deeply. At the count of two straighten to 
first position. Repeat at least 10 times. 


At the count of one, lift body about two 
inches off the floor and twist to the left, 
landing with force on the left leg and hip. 
At the count of two, return to first posi- 
tion. Repeat from side to side 10 times. 











wan Seevty Rewtime Quickly 
etme Sicim Leek Setter, 
Smoother, Lor elier! 

No need for a lot of elaborate preparations 

. no complicated rituals! With just one 
dainty, snow-white cream—greaseless, medi- 
cated Noxzema—you can help your problem 
skin look softer, smoother and lovelier! 

The way to use it is as easy as washing 
your face. It’s the Noxzema Home Facial de- 
scribed at the right. Developed by a doctor, 
in clinical tests it helped 4 out of 5 women, 
with problem skin, to look lovelier! 


ee bow it con bole you! 


With this doctor’s Facial, you “creamwash” 
ed skin to glowing cleanliness — without 
— rh. feeling afterwards. You give 

in the all-day protection of a grease- 
ss, natural-looking powder base . . . the 
all-night aid of a medicated cream that helps 
heal blemishes*, helps your skin look softer 

and smoother. 

Your Money Back! If this Home Facial 
doesn’t help skin look lovelier in 10 days, re- 
turn your jar to Noxzema, Baltimore, Md.— 
your money back *externally-caused 
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Blewmisien “Using Noxzema in the Home Facial helped 
improve the appearance of my skin a great deal,” Mrs. Marie 


Robinson says. “Noxzema helped heal some blemishes* I had, 
too. And it’s greaseless— makes such a good powder base!” 


al 


look Lovefion-\0 


vith Doslors Home Facial 
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Save this! Follow Noxzema’s 
Home @s an aid to a 
lovelier-looking complexion! 


Merning—Apply Nox- 
{ zema. With a damp cloth, 

creamwash’’ as you 
would with soap and 








— “Creamwash” 

again. How clean your 

! How fresh it 

feels! See how you've 
away make-up — without 
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Healthful, intelligent living m 
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akes later years of life some of the most enjoyable for many couples. 


Health In Old Age 


\" HEN you see a gray-haired, wrin- 

kled, stoop-shouldered old man or 
walking along the 
et, do you ever stop to wonder what 


man painfully 


gone on in their bodies to trans- 


rm them from handsome, strong, 
sorous people to their present decrepit 
ndition? If you do you are having 

same, even if less expert, thoughts as 
1undreds of doctors and scientists in 
boratories and clinics all over the 
intry who are endeavoring to solve 
mystery of the aging process. They 
concerned with this question begause 

s the number one medical problem of 
time. 

Never before has our population had 
1any old people as it now has. Mod- 
medical science with medicines like 

antiserums, 


nicillin, streptomycin, 


d sulfa drugs has achieved wonderful 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


success in conquering the acute infec- 
tious diseases which usually kill off the 
young. The people who _ previously 
would have died at an early age are now 
living as old people with diseases and 
medical problems peculiar to them. 

In 1910 the average person at birth 
could expect to live 47 years. At the 
present time he can expect to live 68 
years. In another generation the life 
span will be increased still further be 
cause the youth-killing acute infectious 
diseases are not yet completely van- 
quished but they will be when medical 
science still improves. 

While young people suffer and die 
from acute infectious diseases, the life of 
elderly people is plagued by chronic dis- 
eases such as heart disease, kidney dis- 
ease, high blood pressure, accidents, 
cancer, tuberculosis, diabetes, and many 


other ills. In 1940, 27 per cent of the 
population was over 45 but they re- 
quired over half of the nation’s available 
medical service. By 1980 it is expected 
that the number of persons over 55 will 
constitute half the population and will 
need 80 per cent of our medical services 
to administer to the chronic diseases to 
which they are prone. 

Medical science has created this prob- 
lem and medical science must solve it. 
Indeed, there is a new medical specialty 
called geriatrics which many doctors are 
entering and which has to do with the 
diagnosis, treatment and rehabilitation 
of elderly people. 

It is not as trite and obvious as it 
sounds to say that one begins to grow 
old the minute he is born. At birth the 
two processes of development and de- 
generation go along simultaneously. De- 
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velopment takes place at a greater speed 
until maturity when it begins to slow up. 
It practically stops at early adulthood. 
On the other hand degeneration starts 
out very slowly but accelerates as age 
advances. 

However, the different functions of 
the body develop and regress at different 
speeds. For instance, the greatest capac- 
ity for physical labor is reached at the 
age of 35 after which it decreases. The 
highest intellectual capacity is reached at 
about 50 and the decline in later years 
is somewhat more rapid than the capac- 
ity to work. The height of the reproduc- 
tive period is reached at 25, declines 
slowly until 43, after which the decline 
is rapid. Social and economic responsi- 
bility is greatest between the ages of 25 
and 55, then it diminishes rapidly. 

What happens in the body to explain 
these changes concomitant with advanc- 
ing age is yet a mystery. However, 
some things are known to occur. 
stance one of the differences between the 
old and the young is the amount of water 
carried in the tissues. As one grows 
older the organs become drier. Another 
difference is the elasticity of the tissues, 
especially the blood vessels. The blood 
vessels, muscles and tendons cannot 
stretch as easily in elderly people as in 
the young. This means that the blood 
circulation is less efficient and body 
movements are less spry in old age, facts 
that can be verified by observation. 

Some doctors explain the whole differ- 
ence between old age and youth as the 
result of impairment of the blood circu- 
lation. The mental deterioration, the 
weakness of the heart, the stiffness of the 
joints and muscles, and the loss of re- 
productive power might all be due di- 
rectly or indirectly to the fact that the 
organs concerned are not sufficiently 
nourished with blood. 

The tissues of the body do not heal 
after injuries as rapidly as in youth. A 
broken bone does not knit quickly in an 
old person. If the patient has to lie in 
bed too long a broken bone may be 
fatal. Severe bed sores develop and may 
become infected. Water accumulates in 
the lungs followed by pneumonia. All 
of this happens because of poor circula- 
tion. 

The number of years which a person 
lives is determined by two factors, first, 
by heredity and, second, by the condi- 
tions under which one has lived. The 
(Continued on Page 78) 
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CHILD CARE 


What 
To Tell 
The 
Baby 
Sitter 


By Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


B ACK in the old days of large fami- 

lies there was never much of a prob- 
lem about what to do with the baby when 
Mom and Dad had to be away from 
home for a night or two. There was 
isually at least one child in the family 
id enough to take care of the others— 
and until the first child reached that age 
there was always a friendly neighbor 
with such a large brood that another 
child or two in the house for a night 
really made no difference. 

Today with small families (many 
narried couples seem perfectly content 
with just a single child) and life slowly 
being concentrated in big cities where 
‘ften a family does not even know the 
:ame of the people living next door, the 
problem of what to do with small chil- 
lren when the mother and father are 
both away from home has assumed huge 
proportions. 

Some finicky parents with small chil- 
dren think themselves lucky if they are 
able to go out together once in six 


a0) 





. 
“ — = 
2 rh 


y 


Best baby sitters are those who have own children or have worked around children. 


months—a condition considered very 
dangerous for healthy family relation- 
ships. 

Because of this situation, 
America has seen the mushrooming 
growth of a new “big business” —baby 
sitting. It has been estimated that par- 
ents throughout the country spend more 
than $750 million a year for baby sitters 
—the bulk of them being young high 
school and college girls. 

Yes, baby sitting is big business—but 
it is not always a safe business so far as 
either the sitter or the parents are con- 
cerned. Too often the sitter knows far 
too little about caring for young children 
and just as often the parent does not 
know what to tell the sitter to do and 
just takes it for granted that a girl who 
is accepting anywhere from 25 cents to 
a dollar an hour for staying with chil- 
dren already knows her duties. 

One mother who usually had trouble 
getting her child to sleep at night was 
surprised to find that her baby sitter 
never complained of any trouble send- 


modern 


ing little Junior to slumberland. She was 
also surprised to find a stock of wine 
which she kept in the kitchen mysterious- 
ly growing smaller. Putting two and 
two together, she asked the sitter one 
night and found to her dismay that the 
young girl had been giving Junior a 
small glass of wine each night before 
bedtime in order to get him drowsy. 

Other parents have come home late at 
night to find the baby still awake, the 
house in disorder, the radio blaring and 
the sitter jitterbugging with her boy 
friend in the living room. One mother 
found her child playing happily in the 
middle of the floor with his blocks at 2 
a.m. while the sitter slept soundly on the 
sofa. 

Don’t get me wrong. I definitely am 
not against baby sitters. The way our 
society is set up today baby sitters are 
becoming almost a necessity. But I do 
believe that baby sitters should be select- 
ed carefully, told exactly what they 
should do and, where possible, should be 
trained for their parttime job such as 
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other workers must have. training. A 
businessman would not consider hiring 
a secretary who could not type or take 
dictation and a mother should not con- 
sider leaving her child with a baby sitter 
who cannot change diapers, prepare a 
formula or put a child to bed. 

Some high schools have recognized 
the importance of baby sitting to such 
an extent that they now have courses in 
that subject. 
have put baby sitting training on their 
programs and some cities have intro- 
duced such training as a part of the city’s 


Some community houses 


civic program. 

If at all possible it is better to get an 
older woman for baby sitting—prefer- 
ably one who has reared children of her 
own or has worked around children and 
knows them and likes them. It is also 
better if you can arrange to get the same 
person every time you need a baby sitter 
so that your children will get to know 
them and will take their presence for 
granted. It is a psychological shock to 
a young child to see a stranger come into 
the house just as its mother and father 
have dressed to go out. On a first oc- 
casion like that some children will refuse 
to go to sleep no matter how efficient 
the baby sitter is until the parents re- 
A child with the slightest feeling 
fears that some day 


turn. 
of insecurity always 
one or both of his parents are going to 
leave him and not come back. When the 
same baby sitter is used several times, 
the child automatically knows that this 
is the person who stays with him while 
his mother and father go out for a little 
while. 

When you get a new baby sitter, talk 
with her to see how much she knows and 
then tell her exactly what her duties 
should be. 
ited to the job.in hand—taking care of 
the child. 


can be asked to wash a few dishes but 


Usually these should be lim- 
Occasionally a baby sitter 


she should be given no other housework 
to do. This will give her full time for 
taking care of the child. 

It would be best for the mother to 
write down specific instructions such as 
the bedtime for the child, whether or not 
he usually gets a glass of milk before re- 
tiring, what other food he is allowed to 
have. It is also very important for the 
mother to list the telephone number of 
the family doctor and a phone at which 
the parents can be reached in case of 
emergency. When a couple plans to be 
at a place (Continued on Page 70) 
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I Came 
Back 
From 
The 
Dead 
(Continued from Page 33) 


cluded. By the time I graduated, the list 
of instruments I could play included the 
cello, guitar, accordion, harp, saxophone, 
clarinet, bass violin, banjo and the man- 
dolin. 

Speaking of homes, I guess I could 
truthfully call Chicago my home. At least, 
that’s where everything good happened to 
me. I remember when I first arrived in 
that big, frightening city. Even though I 
was on my own and considered myself 
quite grownup, I still had to dodge the 
juvenile authorities. I had never had a 
doll when I was a kid and I always prom- 
ised myself that some day I’d get one. 
So there I was, a teen-aged veteran of 
show business beginning a career in Chi- 
cago and happy at last over a new doll 
like a child of six! 

One night I ventured into Joe Glaser’s 
famous Sunset Cafe, where Louis Arm- 
strong was playing. The moment “Pops” 
saw me, he rushed over and growled, “You 
better get out of here, girl, before the cops 
come and get you!” 

But I persuaded him to let me stay and 
watch him and his boys work. After a 
while he came over and asked me, “Can 
you read music?” 

“Sure I can read music!” I replied, 
knowing why he had asked. The only 
trumpet solo I played on the stage in those 
days was “Bugle Blues,” and Louis, like 
everyone else, assumed it was because I’d 
learned it by heart and didn’t know enough 
music to play by sight. 

Anyway, he looked at me rather skepti- 
cally, then said, “Okay, come on and sit in.” 

And there I was playing second trumpet 
in the great Louis Armstrong’s band! Well, 
I guess I did all right because after a 
while Louis called out to me, “Take one!” 

I didn’t have time to get scared. I just 
stood up and swung a chorus of a song I 
don’t even remember now. When it was 
over, Louis grinned at me and said, “Little 
Gates, where’d you get those chops? 
They're most mellow! Don’t ever pick 
up another instrument.” 

I took Louis’ advice, and although I 
never sat in with him or his band again, 
beginning then I concentrated on the trum- 
pet. That was the first nice thing that 
happened to me in Chicago. I sure felt 
good when “Pops” and his sidemen comp- 
limented me on my tone and technique, be- 
cause there I was holding my own in a 
croup of professional musicians, and men 
at that. Then, Noble Sissle’s wife, Har- 
riet, happened to see me perform one night. 

“I'd like you to meet my husband,” she 
said. “I’m sure he could find a spot for 
you in his show.” 
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She was speaking of Chocolate Dandies, 
a musical in which Josephine Baker was 
appearing. I remember hoW Jo used to get 
on the end of the chorus line, mugging and 
cutting up to make the customers laugh. 
Noble Sissle was staging the show at the 
old Grand Terrace Cafe, a high class 
black-and-tan night spot. I was a little 
shaky when I went to meet him because 
he was such a big name in show business, 
but he put me at ease and turned out to 
be a wonderful person. 

“T think I could use you as a soubrette,” 
he told me. “I'll give you $125 a week.” 

That was the first—and last—time in my 
life I actually fainted! 

I was in bigtime now, making more 
money than I’d ever dreamed of. Jo Baker 
and I became very close friends, borrowed 
money from each other and went around 
together quite a bit. Jo had been in 
Shuffle Along and other shows produced by 
Noble Sissle and was able to give me lots 
of pointers. 


YEAR and a half later I was still at 

the Grand Terrace, but Jo, always 
restless, had gone to Paris and I was lone- 
ly without the one real friend I’d made 
since getting on my own. One night, the 
boys in the band were buzzing with excite- 
ment. They told me that a band was being 
formed to go to Shanghai and right away 
I asked to be taken along. If Jo could go 
to Europe, then I could go to Asia; she 
was in Paris, but I would be in the “Paris” 
of the Orient! 

Because I was still under age, I had to 
get my mother’s consent before they signed 
me up, so Mom came up to Chicago to 
sign the papers and soon I was off to China. 
We opened at the Plaza Hotel in Shanghai, 
and to fit my role as first trumpet player 
in a band of males, I had my hair cut in a 
boyish bob and wore a tuxedo. We did 
two shows a night and for the first show I 
played in the band and did some vocals. 
For the second show, I changed into a 
gown and danced. I remember overhear- 
ing one woman in the hotel lobby telling 
another guest, “My dear, you’ve simply got 
to hear that young boy in the band. But 
make it soon—before his voice changes!” 

When the engagement was over, I re- 
turned to the States a real trouper. A 
fellow passenger on the trip back was 
Frank Buck, who showed me souvenirs of 
his latest expedition and spent much of the 
voyage telling me wonderful tales of his 
adventures. 

As it turned out, I wasn’t home to stay 
long. Three weeks later I was on my way 
back to Shanghai, this time as featured at- 
traction with a band for an extended en- 
gagement. From Shanghai I went to Hong 
Kong, Peking, Burma and Rangoon, the 
first lap in my trip around the world. 
Even then, seeing all the exotic corners of 
the world, I had no idea that eventually 
I'd make another ’round-the-world journey 
and eight trips to Europe. 

In Tokyo, I played the Empire Theater; 
in Bombay, the Taj Mahal; the Sheppard 


Hotel in Cairg and eventually every leading 
theater and night spot in major cities all 
over the world were included in my travels. 
I had some unforgettable experiences in 
my visits to four continents. In Shanghai 
there is a bubbling well that has never 
stopped bubbling. I was told that no one 
knows the reason for this strange under- 
ground activity. In South Africa, I saw the 
diamond mines in actual operation and was 
amazed at the sight. I also saw the spot 
where Moses was supposed to have been 
found in the bullrushes and on the same 
trip I rode up Mount Calvary on a camel. 
Halfway up, the going got pretty rough, I 
recall so I switched to a donkey. 

I learned more about the world than any 
geography book could have taught me! 
For instance, I got the shock of my life 
when I visited Surabaya in July and nearly 
froze. 
or four weeks a year, even though the 
equator runs right through Java! In Ran- 
goon one night, the very first after my ar- 
rival from Singapore, I noticed that the 
chandelier was swaying violently. Then 
the bed began rocking and I thought to 
myself, “These houses sure are built mighty 
flimsy!” The next morning I was told we 
had gone through an earthquake and it was 
the earth’s tremors that had caused the 
funny swaying sensation. I ate no break- 
fast that morning; my appetite had sud- 
denly vanished! 

I was fascinated by the sacred bulls | 
saw while going through India, and I saw 
for myself that the monkeys there are a 
real traffic hazard. At one station, hun- 
dreds of them swarmed all over the train, 
screaming and chattering, and we had to 
wait until they left before the engineer 
would budge. The Indians refuse to harm 
them because of religious beliefs. 

Of all the places I visited, I love Can- 
nes, Nice—the south of France—the best. 
But then, I guess I just love France, pe- 
riod! My greatest disappointment came— 
of all places—when I finally saw Monte 
Carlo. When I saw the huge casino and 
across the street from it a hotdog stand, 
and was told that this was the famous gam- 
bling resort, I nearly passed out. 

Another favorite spot of mine was Biar- 
ritz. The Prince of Wales (now the Duke 
of Windsor) came there often and each 
time he would request me to do the song 
he liked so much, She’s Funny That Way. 
In Brussels, I gave a concert one time 
which was attended by Queen Wilhelmina. 
It was customary to have a swing session 
afterwards, and she was there too. Her 
Majesty later said she was fascinated by 
my performance and presented me with a 
solid gold trumpet with her crest engraved 
on the bell. 

I met Princess Elizabeth one day in Lon- 
don while riding in the Row and she proved 
to be a very gracious and charming young 
woman. When it was announced a short 
time ago that she planned to visit this 
country, I wrote her a letter asking her if 
she remembered me and telling her that I 
was looking forward to seeing her again. | 
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AT LONG LAST... 


LUSTROUS HAIR AMAZES 
LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN 


New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of 
the Vivian Ford Shop, 736St. Nicholas Ave., N. Y.C. 
stated that she used full strength, wonder working 
Kotalko for a period of six weeks on one of her cus- 
tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. ““Today,” says 
Miss Ford, “her hair is her crowning glory .. . I 
wish you could see how lustrous, how beautiful it 
looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils,.adds silky 
smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really 
rates hair raves!” 

You, too, may have softer, more lustrous and 
lovelier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scien- 
tific achievements, why have brittle, unattractive, 
hard-to-manage hair . . . when for but a few cents 
you may have the silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, 
softer hair that men and women will admire. Get 
marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
of foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap at your nearest 
druggist today! 















KOTALKO OINTMENT... SOAP 


LOVELIER, MORE LUSTROUS 
SOFTER HAIR MAY BE YOURS 


With FULL STRENGTH KOTALKO & SHAMPOO 


Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 
Smoother ~ Glossier  Silkier Free of Flaky Dandruff 


THOUSANDS OF LETTERS FROM 
SATISFIED USERS ATTEST 
TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS. 


This amazing full strength ointment does 
more than make hair look more lustrous and lovelier—it contains a 
combination of not one but several ingredients that help promote a 
healthier, more normal scalp. It helps remove flaky, excessive 
dandruff—aids nature to help heal bumpy externally-caused scalp 
sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp conditions. Professional 
men know that when the scalp is healthy and normal, hair is more 
attractive, more lustrous, lovely and soft. That’s why thousands of 
attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this beauty thrill! 
Help your hair become more normal ... get Kotalko at your neigh- 
borhood druggist today. Costs little for the help it gives! 








WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY ABOUT KOTALKO 


““My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 
using hot irons. A girl friend told me about Kotalko 
Ointment and Soap. I'd recommend it to anyone—it’s 
the finest hair preparation I’ve used.” 

Besshunter Robinson, Chicago, Illinois 
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Kotalko Ointment and 
Shampoo Soap are fully 








“T am surely grateful to 
my husband. He ordered 
Kotalko for me. It worked 
almost like magic. It helped 
prevent dry, breaking -off, 
brittle hair—now my hair is 
moreattractive,silkier, looks 
softer and smoother.” 


_ Fannie S. Patrick, 
ee, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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received a reply almost immediately, say- 
ing that her plans had been changed and 
unfortunately the trip had been postponed. 
However, she assured me that she recalled 
our pleasant little chat and the letter was 
signed by her, as well as her lady-in-wait- 
ing. 

But of all the foreign stars and celeb- 
rities I met and worked with, Maurice 
Chevalier is the most lovable. He is what 
I'd call a “regular guy.” While working 
with him at the Casino de Paris and in a 
French film, Cherchez la Femme, I got to 
know him very well. He has a heart as 
big as all outdoors and is a born “liberal.” 
What I mean is, it makes no difference to 
him what color a man or woman is, his 
only standard for friendship is whether 
they are decent people—a lady or a gen- 
tleman. If, as reported in the papers, he 
is being regarded with doubt by some peo- 
ple, I can only say that I firmly believe he 
is the victim of his own passionate love 
for humanity. I remember he has been 
called a fascist, a collaborator and lots of 
other unpleasant things that don’t do jus- 
tice to the real Maurice Chevalier. 

It was through Maurice that I met Mis- 
tinguette. the woman who gave him his 
start. She is 80 years old and has a fabu- 
lous pair of legs that have been rated the 
most beautiful in the world. She has 
packed them in whenever she has appeared 
on the continent. I saw her in Montreal 
shortly before she came to New York early 
this year and promised to see her first per- 
formance in this country. Unfortunately, 
I never got the chance. Broadway audiences 
didn’t appreciate her and her famous act. 
By the time I finished my Canadian engage- 
ments, Mistinguette had closed. 

Canada has always been very good to me. 
| remember how the police had to be called 
out to handle the crowds once at the Casino 
rheater in Toronto. It was the first time 
that had ever happened there. The line to 
the box office stretched for blocks and I 
was held over by popular demand. In this 
country. too, I got my share of ovations 
before my last trip abroad. Rhapsody in 
Black, a musical in which I appeared, ran 
for more than a year at the Shubert The- 
ater in New York, then went on the road, 
where we played the Woods Theater in 
Chicago among others. Also in that pro- 
duction, which was unique because it had 
no chorus girls, were Ethel Waters and the 
Berry Brothers dance team. In one scene 
I conducted Gershwin’s Rhapsody in Blue, 
and after seeing the show, the composer 
presented me with two beautiful batons— 
both of them later stolen from me by the 
Nazis. 


WAS on tour under the guidance of a 

top-flight agency at a salary of $2,000 a 
week when the Germans cut short my 
“first” career. En route from Rome to 
London, I stopped over in Paris to visit Jo 
Baker and the two of us went out “on the 
Reminiscing about the past, 
neither of us had the slightest inkling 
of the events that in less than six months 


town.” 
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would turn the world topsy-turvy—and our 
lives with it. Of course, ominous clouds 
were hovering over Gay Paree even then, 
but it seemed nothing unusual since there 
was always talk of war in Europe—play- 
ing the Wintergarden in Berlin, the Opera 
House in Rome, the Empire Theater in 
Ireland. and the Opera House in Venice, I 
heard it. 

I went on to London for my scheduled 
appearance at the Palladium and, inci- 
dentally, for a shopping spree since I 
bought my clothes at Adrian’s there rather 
than from a Parisian couturier. 

I was wearing a black suit I’d bought at 
Adrian’s when the Germans threw me in 
jail, and when I got out almost two years 
later, I was wearing the very same thing. 
Even now I shudder to think of the living 
hell I went through. For seven months we 
lived on nothing but black bread and one 
boiled potato, and to this day I refuse to 
touch boiled potatoes. My hair used to be 
long. hung down my back, but it got so 
dirty and matted I had to cut it off. It 
never did grow back to its original length. 

After America entered the war the com- 
mandant ordered 15 lashes a week for all 
of us. We were led to the whipping block 
and bared to the waist. The Gestapo 
agent would yell. “Heil, Hitler!” and give 
the Nazi salute, but I refused to return it. 
I’m sure he laid the whip on extra hard 
for that, but I don’t think I suffered any 
worse treatment because of my color. 

Then, one day I lined up with the others 
for my weekly lashing, feeling that nothing 
in the world mattered any more. I'd lost 
everything I had, my weight had fallen off 
to around 68 pounds and my body was a 
mass of scars and welts. In line ahead of 
me was a little girl, about eight or 10 
years old, who had been dragged out of her 
cell even though she was desperately ill. 
I saw them beat her mercilessly. The poor 
child had taken all she could bear and she 
died right there before my eyes. They 
shoved her body to one side and pushed me 
up on the block. 

“Heil, Hitler!” the guard shouted. 

“To hell with Hitler!” I screamed. 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw one 
of the guards swing at me with his bay- 
oneted rifle and I flung up my arm. But 
the edge of the blade sliced down the side 
of my face and hit my right elbow. I was 
half dead when they took me back to my 
cell. Of course, I received no medical at- 
tention, but I cleaned the cuts the best I 
could, using my precious ration of drinking 
water. 

That was one of the times when I didn’t 
even have the heart to pray. My mother 
was a religious woman and always said that 
prayer is the best thing there is for trou- 
bled people. But after a time it seemed 
that even God had forgotten me. 

How I finally got my freedom seems to- 
day like little short of a miracle, but at 
the time it was my one, last desperate at- 
tempt to remain alive. I guess what hap- 
pened was largely due to the fact that 
during my travels I met all kinds of peo- 


ple, kings as well as commoners. A fabu- 
lously wealthy Indian maharajah once de- 
clared his undying love for me and offered 
to give me anything in the world if only I 
would marry him. And there were others, 
but I took none of them seriously. 

Yet, it was one of these admirers who 
came to my tortured mind as I lay in my 
cell. He was a minister of justice in Cop- 
enhagen who had become a _ persistent 
suitor, although his only reward was per- 
mission to kiss me on the cheek. He cer- 
tainly must have been love-sick, for ap- 
parently he never forgot it. I had no way 
of knowing whether he was even alive, but 
I finally persuaded the Danish charwoman 
who brought my food to smuggle a mes- 
sage to him. 

But before anything could happen, we 
were transferred to a concentration camp 
outside Stuttgart in Germany. I really 
gave up hope then. However, a short time 
later, I was exchanged for two captured 
Nazi spies. Nearly 200 of the original 481 
Americans were left behind when we sailed 
on the S.S. Gripsholm. It was the last 
voyage she made from Scandanavian wa- 
ters carrying prisoners of war. 

As we were being processed at the dock, 
a grim-faced Secret Service woman agent 
demanded to know what I was trying to 
smuggle into the country. I was com- 
pletely baffled by her suspicions until she 
pointed to the big lump around my waist. 
Then I wanted to laugh hysterically with 
relief. I had lost so much weight that my 
skirt no longer fitted me, so I’d twisted and 
tucked it at the waist to keep it from 
falling off! But to prove it was nothing 
more, I was ordered to strip. I took off 
the jacket to my once-stylish suit, its lining 
torn to shreds, and pulled off the dirty, 
shapeless skirt. I saw the woman’s mouth 
twitch and tears blur her eyes as she saw 
my wasted body, covered with cuts and 
scars and bruises. It was the first time in 
her 20 years in the Secret Service she had 
been moved to tears, she confessed as she 
helped me on with my clothes. 

I soon found out that just being home 
again didn’t solve all my worries. One 
fact stood out above all others—my career 
as an entertainer was dead. 


W "TH EVERYTHING swept away, I 
had no will to live. But I went to a 
convalescent home for about two months 
and in that time I gained barely one 
pound. I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep, and 
my hands shook so hard I couldn’t even 
lift a glass of water to my mouth. That 
was the condition I was in when I got mar- 
ried to Earle and because of his patience 
and kindness I gained 14 pounds the very 
next month. 

The way I met Earle is another one of 
those strange coincidences that seem to 
run all through my life. It was in Atlanta 
when I was still a kid doing those side- 
walk “orphan shows.” He was in the 
audience one day and called out to me, 
“You little big-eyed devil, I’m going to 
marry you some day!” That’s exactly what 
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happened when our paths crossed after I 
came back and Earle was discharged from 
the army. He became my personal man- 
ager as well as my husband. 

Earle had been in show business all his 
life and was convinced that I could make a 
comeback. People told him that he was 
crazy, warned him that I would never sing 
again, and frankly, I agreed with them. 
But he said he didn’t care if I never sang 
again, he just wanted to marry me. It was 
wonderful to feel loved and wanted after 
months of hate and neglect. Life was 
worth living again. For a solid month he 
fed me raw eggs beaten with orange juice, 
and gradually I began to take on weight. 
He refused to believe I was through as a 
performer and his confidence rubbed off on 
me. Earle. decided that the California 
climate would be better for my health, 
we went out there. It was a slow. some- 
times discouraging battle, but bit by bit I 
regained my strength. 

Then, after most of my nervousness had 
disappeared he began getting bookings for 
me in little, out-of-the-way places like Pe- 
oria and Rockford. He got me back into 
the habit of responding to people and ap- 
plause, and being in the spotlight again 
gave me back the desire to live and work. 
Before all this, Earle had spent every cent 
of the army pay he’d saved on plastic sur- 
gery to remove all the scars from my body. 
I remember once going to a_ barbeque 
attended by the Peters Sisters in Hollywood 
all covered with bandages from the opera- 
tions. 

Traveling the long, hard comeback trail 
was as tough a fight as any I’d had. There 
were times when just the memory of the 
horrors in the concentration 
enough to bring on an attack of nerves; 
at other times something would happen that 
almost undid all of Earle’s patient efforts. 
I was playing a date at a small club 
Peoria, still a little unsure of myself, and 
one night I took my place at the micro- 
phone, a woman at one of the tables began 
heckling me. 

“We don’t allow darkies 
glamorous where I come from!” 
in a loud drawl. 

One of the things I’d_ learned on the 
stage is to comments from 
rude or drunken customers. and that’s what 
I tried to do this night. But the woman 
just kept it up. It made me nervous and 
finally it made me just plain mad! 

Very politely, but in plain words, I 
told her that no one had asked the color 
of my husband’s skin when he went into 
the army, nor the color of mine when I 
played benefits for GIs. Then I reminded 
her that Illinois Northern state 
and suggested that she go right back where 
she came from. By I was in 
no condition to continue, even after the 
manager had the woman thrown out. 

Then, the very next night, Earle decided 
he wanted a hot dog after the show, 
we went across the street to a little lunch 
stand. 
took our order. 
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place called the boy over to her and he 
came back and said he couldn’t serve us. 
At least he had the decency to be em- 
barrassed at his boss’s order, but the 
woman insisted in her broken English that 
she’d fix up an order to take out but we 
couldn’t eat there. 

Earle really blew his top then! Id 
never seen him so angry before. There he 
was, practically just out of uniform, being 
refused service in a joint like that! Well, 
we left without being served, but sued her 
inder the Illinois civil rights law and won 
the case. But I suffered a relapse. Twice 
in two nights was just too much for me to 
take. 

There were times, I must admit, when I 
had some doubts about Earle’s methods, 
but I never questioned them. He and I 
have a managerial contract that has noth- 
ing to do with our marriage relationship. 
I’m no good when it comes to business and 
[ know it; I’ve got too much heart. So at 
various times I’ve paid as high as 25 per 
cent to personal managers just to keep me 
from making agreements that would harm 
my career just because somebody gives me 
1 sob story. 

[ recall one time when I had such a sore 
throat I couldn’t even talk, and when I 
arrived at the theater Earle advised me not 
But I insisted that ’d make it 
somehow. I said my little prayer, just as 
I always do before I do a show, and man- 
aged to get through the performance. I 
could see Earle nervously pacing in the 
wings and when I came off he was dripping 
with sweat. He opened his mouth to say 
something, but nothing came out—he’d 
lost his voice! 

Once, Earle turned down an agent’s of- 
fer of $200 for a weekend engagement at 
a theater in Battle Creek and I just 
couldn’t understand it; we really needed 
the money. But he explained to me that 
if he was ever to bring me back into the 
big-time, we couldn’t afford to accept small- 
time bids. Time proved him right, be- 
cause within two years after I began my 
comeback, the same agent booked me into 
Chicago’s swank Latin Quarter for two 
weeks at $850. Not only that, but I was 
held over for five additional weeks at 
$1.000 per! 

Recently I was starred at the Apollo 
lheater and discovered to my surprise that 
sharing the same bill were the Tong 
Brothers, a Chinese acrobatic team which 
appeared with me at the National Scala 
just before the fall of Denmark. Some- 
how, this vivid reminder of the past 
seemed to give me the feeling that the 
circle is completed. Much has happened 
in the years that have passed. Twice in a 
lifetime I’ve reached a goal that seemed 
to be somewhere up in the stars when I 
started towards it. 


to go on. 


| STILL PUT everything I have into 

every performance. Once, when the 
“mike” went dead at the Apollo, I just sang 
with a little more volume and the custom- 
ers in the second balcony could still hear 
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me. People often ask me about my unique 
arrangement of the song Chloe, the piece 
de resistance of my repertoire. Actually, 
finding this song for dramatic presentation 
was an accident. It happened back in the 
early days of my comeback. I was play- 
ing at an exclusive club in Springfield, III. 
A patron came up to Earle and asked to 
hear me do the song Chloe. He had just 
left the gambling room adjoining and of- 
fered to pay $50 for just one chorus. 

“Well, how about it, Baby?” Earle asked 
me. 

“For $50 I'll do two choruses!” 

Of course, I was familiar with the song, 
but now for the first time I really listened 
to the lyrics and they made a_ powerful 
impression on me. When I got to the 
words, “Ain’t no chains will bind you, if 
you live I'll find you!” my pianist struck 
some chords that gave me an idea. 

I signalled to him that I'd take another 
chorus and this time I sang a _ counter- 
melody to the piano accompaniment. The 
effect was as exciting as a new song and the 
customers loved it. Only one thing was 
wrong—I couldn’t remember the same ar- 
rangement for the encore they wanted. So 
at my next rehearsal, Earle and the pianist 
went over the song with me, line by line, 
and together we worked out the arrange- 
ment I now use. 

This is the kind of creativeness a true 
artist like Louis Armstrong has so much 
of. I remember his telling me how he for- 
got the lyrics during a session recording 
the Heebie Jeebie Blues. Instead of mak- 
ing a new start. “Pops” just made sounds 
that turned out to be more effective than 
the original lyrics. Too often. women 
musicians lack this creative ability. 
They'll learn one piece or one riff by heart 
and try to get by on that. 

My own creativeness comes only when 
I’m facing an audience. On the stage in 
front of people—that’s great. I get warmth 
and response from them. And_ very 
frankly, this is why I feel that none of my 
recordings—Around the World With You, 
The More I Know About Love, Porgy, and 
my other Apollo Records releases—really 
capture my full capabilities. I stand there 
in the recording studio and try to make 
that little piece of steel look like 9.000 
people, but it doesn’t work. I just can’t 
feel a mike. 

Yet, these records and my version of 
Chloe on the Derby label have enjoyed 
tremendous success. So it may be that I 
am not completely satisfied with. my show- 
ing on records because no artist is ever 
content with a particular performance, is 
always striving to make each one better 
than the last. Certainly, the response from 
my radio appearances, where my audience 
was invisible—Buddy Rogers’ Pick A Date, 
the Henry Morgan Show, and Paul White- 
man’s On Stage America—has been more 
than gratifying. 

I find that the average man resents a 
woman sitting in with the orchestra and 
most of all standing in front of them con- 
ducting. Their attitude seems to be that 


the woman doesn’t know what she’s doing. 
but once they find out she does. then you 
can’t find any better appreciation or co- 
operation. In the musical Rhapsody in 
Black, 1 had no difficulty at all with the 
fellows in the orchestra I conducted. On 
the whole, I’d say there was prejudice, but 
it is easily overcome. 

Prejudice of another kind I find more 
harmful and a lot harder to take. When 
Night and Day, the movie based on the life 
of composer Cole Porter, was filmed, I did 
a scene which featured the song Blow, 
Gabriel, Blow. The shooting was done on 
a set showing a sky full of angels. all white 
girls, sitting on billowy clouds. I hovered 
above them with my trumpet. depicting 
Gabriel. But when the the film was finally 
released, the blonde angels and I lay on 
the cutting room floor—the studio was 
“afraid of the South.” 

I feel very strongly about this whole 
problem, and in the past three years I have 
played some 300 benefits for all races and 
on one occasion made a special trip to 
Toronto at my own expense to appear for 
the United Jewish Appeal. Since 1944, I 
have entertained twice each year at Toron- 
to’s Jewish Home for the Aged. singing a 
program of Yiddish and Hebrew songs. 
During one of my visits I appeared at the 
synagogue to help the building fund. The 
affair was held on Sabbath and was quite 
unique since no gentile sings in a syna- 
gogue on that holy day. 

Why? Well, I saw the Nazis line up a 
group of Jewish women and cut off their 
breasts so they couldn’t nurse their 
babies. The Jewish people suffer from 
the same prejudices and are victims of the 
same hatreds as the Negro people. 

Between engagements, I teach music to a 
wonderful bunch of underprivileged chil- 
dren at Williamsburgh Settlement House 
on New York’s lowgr East side. Occasion- 
ally I am busy with other outside interests 
like lecturing on musical therapy at Long 
Island University. 

But I am happiest being just a house- 
wife. Earle and I have a lovely new apart- 
ment uptown, where I do my own cooking. 
make my own drapes, and crochet to my 
heart’s content. 

Of course. I always find time to devote 
to my profession. Preparing for a concert 
like the one I gave at Town Hall two years 
ago keeps me on my toes. I played no 
instrument then; it was a vocal concert in- 
cluding many of the songs I know in nine 
different languages. 

If I have been able to build two careers. 
starting out at the very bottom each time. 
it is due mainly to the fact that I’ve never 
lost my feeling for people. Many times. 
sitting with my husband in our comfortable 
home, I think back to the heartaches and 
hardships I’ve suffered and I’m thankful 
for my mother’s teachings, my husband’s 
faith in me, and the public’s acceptance 
of my work. 

Being a star is a big responsibility, but I 
can truthfully say it’s been worth it. 


THE END 
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My 
Lover 
Haunted 
Our 
Marriage 


(Continued from Page 27) 


at me. “What a break! Or maybe you 
arranged it this way?” 

“Art, please be serious. I—-I want to 
talk to you.” 

He held out his arms to me. “Kit, dar- 
ling, you can talk to me from now until 
this time tomorrow,” he laughed. “Only, 


let’s get a little more cozy.” 

His light brown eyes seemed to draw me 
across the room step by step. Yet I knew 
that once I got close to him his devilish 
charm would make me putty in his hands. 
I stopped in front of him, exerting every 
ounce of will power to keep from flinging 
myself into his arms. 

“Art, we’ve been seeing each other for 
a long time now,” I began. 

“Loving every minute of it!” 
in a bantering tone. 

“T want to know 

His eyes devoured me hungrily. 
standing right there. lovelier than I’ve ever 
seen you and I can’t stay away from you 


he injected 


where do I stand?” 
“You're 


another minute!” he said in a low, urgent 
voice. 

He stood up and moving close, but not 
raising his arms or touching me. began 


covering my face with tender little kisses 
that made me tingle and tremble with ex- 
citement and anticipation. “No, Art. no!” 
I moaned. but he wouldn’t stop. Finally. 
unable to stand the suspense any longer. 
I threw myself into his arms and buried my 
face against his neck. With a triumphant 
smile lifting the corners of his mouth, he 
tilted up my face and his kiss was like 
a piece of heaven breaking through the 
clouds heralding a new and wonderful day. 

I fought desperately against the waves 
of ecstasy that threatened to overwhelm 
me. Putting my hands against his heaving 
chest, I shoved him away. “Art. I want to 
get married!” There. I’d said it. 

A funny expression crossed his face. 
“That’s swell, Kit. Anybody I know?” 

My heart went dead inside me. “You 
know there’s no else!” I protested. 
“I’ve been spending all my time with you.” 

He raised his eyebrows and smiled. “But 
you were perfectly free to have other 
friends, Kit. I have.” 

“Then you won’t marry me? 
love me?” 

He turned away disgustedly 
“Isn’t that just like a woman! 
love me—will you marry me?’ 
one got to do with the other? 
I love you!” 

“But not enough to make it for keeps?” 
I knew the answer already. 

“Look, Kit. we’ve both been around. 
You know the score as well as I do. That 
old-fashioned idea that a man and woman 


one 


You don’t 


and said, 
‘Do you 
What has 
Of course, 





have to swear away their freedom before 
they can— Aw, I don’t have to draw a dia- 
gram, do I?” 

I stared at him, trying hard to see why 
I had fallen in love with him, why there 
would never be another man for me. I 
knew it was not only because the 
small-town morality was still strong in me, 
but because getting married was the only 
Art could prove that he really loved 


over, 


way 
me. 

“No,” I said quietly. “you don’t have 
to draw a diagram, Art. I get the point. 


I guess you’d better go now.” 

And that was that. He shrugged his 
shoulders as if he had no further time to 
waste and stalked out. Not until he had 
gone did I break down and the next morn- 
ing my pillow was still damp with my tears. 


O I HAD given up my career and re- 
turned to Louisville. No one knew the 
real reason and I solemnly vowed to myself 
that they would never know. But Mama 
had some ideas of her own; she was posi- 
tive she knew my secret. 

“Old Mrs. Jenkins was asking about you 
today. Kit,” said Mama one afternoon as 
helped her fix dinner. “You ought to go 
by and say hello.” 

“Ts she still as nosy as ever?” I laughed. 

Mama skillfully slipped the thin top 
crust over the pie she was making and put 
it into the oven. “In a nice sort of way.” 
she said. frowning at me for being disre- 
spectful to an older person; “I guess Carrie 
gets awful lonesome, not having a family 
of her own. She wondered why you came 
back to Louisville all of a sudden.” 

I tossed my head and forced a smile. 
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“T’ve already told you. Because I was 
homesick. I wanted to see you and Dad 
and—” 


‘And Pete?” 
For a moment I didn’t know whom she 


meant. “Oh, Pete! No, Mama, he wasn’t 
the reason.” 
Mama put her hand on my head and 


searched my face earnestly. “Kit, honey. 
is—did something happen to you in New 
York?” 

“No. Mama.” I laughed shakily. 


ever gave you that idea?” 


“What- 
She sighed and shook her head. “I guess 
I just don’t understand you young folks. 
Pete tells me you never wrote to him at 
all after the first few weeks you were away. 
In my day. when a young man was in love 
with a girl, she—” 

“Love! Why, there was nothing like that 
and me. We dated a lot in 
high school, yes. And maybe I like him 
better than any other fellow in town, but 
we weren’t in love!” 


between Pete 


Mama ignored my protests. “He’s a fine, 
upstanding young man, Kit. That garage 
of his is doing very well, and you know, 
I never him with another girl 
while you were gone!” 

That was just like Pete, 
self. Faithful to the end. 
night he gave me his sweater 
school letter he had won on 


once saw 


I smiled to my- 
I recalled the 
with the 
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team. It was the ambition of all the girls 
to wear an athletic sweater owned by a 
fellow on one of the school teams. Of 
course, they were usually too big, but we 
rolled up the sleeves and the waistbands 
and strutted around to show them off. 

In New York, the fast, dizzy pace of life 
made it easy to forget Louisville and Pete, 
too, and as Mama had scolded, I didn’t 
even find time to write. 

“Why don’t you call him up?” Mama 
suggested. “The number is right on the 
telephone pad. Your father always takes 
the car to Pete when it needs fixing, which 
s more often than not,” she added sar- 
castically. 

I saw there was no getting out of it, so 
[ went to the phone and dialed Pete’s 
garage. 

“Hello, Pete’s Auto Repair.” I heard 
the sound of a running motor in the back- 
sround. 

“Pete? This is Kit. How are you?” 

“Kit!” I could hear the surprise and 
excitement in his voice. “I heard you were 
back.” 

“Mrs. Jenkins, no doubt,” I laughed. 

“How did you guess?” he chuckled. “Re- 
member the time she sat behind us at the 
show? I'll bet she still remembers every 
word of that conversation! And so do I, 
Kit.” he added wistfully. 

Better change the subject, I warned my- 
self. “I’m sorry I didn’t write more often, 
Pete. But you know how it is.” 

“Sure. Kit. From all the photographs I 
saw of you, you were pretty busy out in 
New York. Say—how long are you going 
to be in town?” 

“Quite a while—for good,” I told him. 

“For good?” There was a pause, then, 
‘Kit—look—Ill wash right up and come 
over. I'll make it in 10 minutes. Maybe 
even five.” 

“Pete—now wait a minute.” I laughed. 
“There’s no hurry. Why don’t you make it 
this evening?” 

“Good deal! 

“Yes, Pete?” 

“You didn’t go and get yourself engaged 
while you were away, did you?” 

“No, Pete.” 

“See you tonight!” he yelled happily. 

We went dancing that night and for the 
first time since I’d been back I felt the 
tension easing out of my mind and body. 
Pete was a good tonic for me. Later, as 
we sat on the porch of our house, with the 
music from the radio drifting outside, it 
seemed almost like old times. 

“You know—your call this afternoon was 
1 big surprise—like when you accidentally 

uch a sparkplug when the motor’s run- 
said Pete, finally breaking the si- 


I—er—Kit?” 


ning,” 
lence. 
“T had no idea I was that upsetting,” I 
miled. 
“T always did.” His voice was serious. 
I changed the subject. “Mama says you 
kept in touch with the family while I was 
gone. It was nice of you, Pete.” 
“Can’t you guess the reason?” he asked. 
“Let’s—let’s talk about you,” I said. “I 
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hear you’re a successful businessman now.’ 

“A grease monkey!” he laughed good- 
naturedly. “Actually, though, I guess I am 
doing pretty well. Thanks to people like 
your Dad who don’t seem to mind me fid- 
dling around on their cars.” 

“People like you, Pete. 
prised that you’ve built up a good trade,” 
I told him. 

“Do you?” 

“Do I what?” 

“Like me?” 

“T like you a lot. You know that.” 

“Then why didn’t you answer my let- 
ters?” 

A guilty feeling engulfed me. “I—I 
didn’t know you wanted me to.” I answered 
feebly. 

“T’m sorry,” he added hastily. ““That was 
stupid of me. If you’d wanted to write. 
you would have done it. I guess I’m not 
so smart sometimes.” 

I knew what he was thinking. and I 
knew the questions in his mind. The thing 
to do was to tell him everything. to start 
things off right. If Pete was counting on 
renewing a faded high school romance, it 
was only fair of me to warn him of my dis- 
illusionment. 

“Pete—there’s something about me you 
should know.” I said. 

“You don’t have to. you know,” he told 
me. “You’re back home now and that’s 
good enough for me.” 

“T want to. Pete. I must. Maybe you 
won’t feel the same about me afterwards.” 

He moved closer to me and his arm 
moved around my waist. It was a com- 
forting gesture; it seemed to tell me that 
no matter what happened, I'd always have 
at least one friend in the world. So I be- 
gan talking. | told him how it had been in 
New York. the excitement of the big city. 
the glamour of posing for famous photog- 
raphers, the ecstasy and the heartbreak of 
falling in love with Art. 

Pete was silent for a long while. gazing 
up at the moon playing hide and seek 
with the tips of the tall trees. At last he 
asked. “Are you still in love with him?” 

“TTI don’t think so.” 

“That’s all I wanted to know. Kit— 
maybe this guy in New York could spout 
a lot of fancy language and maybe I'll 
sound like a small town hick. but—well. 
I’ve been in love with you from the day I 
first saw you in that 3-B English class. I 
know now that I should have said some- 
thing before you went away. so now I’m 
asking you to be my wife.” 

I laid a hand on his knee and tried to 
formulate some kind of answer. 

“If you’re ever going to say yes, you 
might as well say it now. Kit.” he added. 
“because I’m going to feel this way about 


I’m not sur- 


you for a long, long time!” 

“Give me a little time, Pete. I don’t 
want to sound mean or ungrateful. but I’ve 
got to think it through.” 


ES, I married Pete. I became Mrs. 
Peter Lawrence even though there was 
a scar on my heart and I knew I hadn’t got 


Art completely out of my system. But 
Pete was so kind and understanding. so 
patient and affectionate, that I couldn't 
resist his urging. So we were married, and 
the whole town nodded their heads approv- 
ingly and said to each other, “I told you 
so!” 

We lived with Mama and Dad—a good 
thing, said Dad, because now the old car 
would always be in running condition. The 
garage was booming. and Pete had fixed it 
up so that it was one of the best around. 
After the coldness and the aloofness of 
New York, being surrounded with love and 
kindness made a new woman of me. Mother 
and I took turns preparing meals and by 
the time Pete lucked upon a good bargain, 
I was ready to move into a house of our 
own. 

It wasn’t a palace by any means; we got 
it at a reasonable price because it needed 
repairs. But the house was well built and 
Pete decided that by doing the work him- 
self we could afford to buy it. One Sunday 
afternoon Pete was working on the electric 
wiring and I took his dinner to him so he 
wouldn’t have to stop. 

“Wait! Stand there a second,” Pete 
called as I walked into the unfurnished 
living room. “Okay.” he said after gazing 
at me with loving eyes. 

“What’s the idea?” I inquired. 

“T just made a wonderful discovery,” he 
smiled. “I’ve been wasting time working 
around this place. All it really needs to 
make it home is you!” 

I walked over to him and kissed him on 
the cheek. “Keep talking. You're doing 
okay for a ‘small town boy’!” I laughed. 

He put his arms around me. 

“Watch out—you’ll make me drop your 
dinner.” I squealed. 

“Not hungry.” he said, taking the bag 
from my hands and sitting it on the floor. 
“T guess being near you has brought out 
the best in me.” 

“You mean it’s brought out the ‘beast’ 
in you!” I told him gaily. 

“Can’t help it when you look at me like 
that. darling.” he said. “Come here.” 

It was a request, not a command. It was 
a lot better than when Art had said it, and 
I went willingly. He enfolded me in his 
arms and our lips met with a secret mean- 
ing all their own. It wasn’t the wild, dizzy 
feeling I got with Art, but a deeper. more 
satisfying passion that made me know that 
this was where I belonged. Finally. I re- 
leased myself, gasping. “Please. Pete. What 
will the neighbors think? And we haven't 
even moved in yet!” 

“They'll probably say that I’m the lucki- 
est guy in the world. And they’d be a hun- 
dred per cent right!” 

At times like that. there was nothing that 
could shake my belief that Art was just 
someone who had haunted an ugly dream. 
But there were other times when I was not 
so sure. Times when I happened to see one 
of the ads I’d posed for, times when a fig- 
ure in a crowd would remind me of the 
man I wanted so badly to forget. 

Then it happened, and my perfect little 
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world was turned upside down. It was 
shortly before we were to move into the 
new house and we were still living with 
my parents. Fortunately, Mama was out 
visiting that afternoon, and when the phone 
rang, I answered it. 

“Hello? May I speak with Miss Kath- 
erine Little?” a vaguely familiar voice 
asked. 

“This is Kit.” I said. “Who’s calling?” 

“Kitten! This is Art, honey! Don’t tell 
me you didn’t recognize my voice.” 

My hand trembled so violently I could 
hardly hold the instrument. “Art! What 
—where are you calling from?” 

“Just got in town,” he said breezily. “Tl 
be right over.” 

“No, Art! No—I can’t—” 

“Why, Kit! What’s the matter? Is that 
any kind of a welcome for a guy who’s 
traveled a thousand miles to see you?” 

I pressed my fingers to my forehead to 
stop the crazy whirling. “Wait a minute, 
Art,” I told him. “You stay where you are. 
I'll come down and meet you.” 

“Look, I can grab an armful of taxi and 
be there in- 

“No!” My confusion sharpened my 
voice. “You can’t come here. Please do 
as I say!” 

“Okay, Kitten. But make it snappy. 
hunh?” 

For a long time after I hung up I sat 
there in the hallway trying to figure what 
to do. One thing was obvious. I had to 
keep Art away from the house. Hurriedly, 
I dressed for the street and jumped into 
Dad’s car and drove downtown to meet Art. 
All the way there I kept praying. “Please, 
God, don’t let me weaken. Everything has 
been so perfect. Don’t let me spoil it!” 

In no time at all, Art was in the car be- 
side me and we were riding along, neither 
of us knowing exactly where we were 
bound. “How did you find me?” I de- 
manded. 

He chuckled. “It was easy. I merely 
asked your roommate. Irma. When I got 
here I looked up the name Little in the 
phone book. What gives, Kitten? You look 
kind of jumpy.” 

“And why did you come here?” 

“Look, baby, they make liquor here. 


’ don’t they? Well, I sell the stuff. Remem- 


ber? Come on, stop the car so I can get 
a look at you.” 

I pulled over to the curb and parked. 
“Art, things have changed since I last saw 
you,” I began, turning to face him. “I 
should have told you over the phone, 
but—” 

“Whoa! Not so fast,” he cut in. “I’ve 
got something to tell you. Believe me, Kit. 
it’s not easy for me, because—well, you 
know how I used to be concerning women.” 

“If you're apologizing for—for what 
happened back in New York, save your 
breath, Art,” I told him, still determined 
to break clean with him once and for all. 
“T’ve gotten over it long ago.” 

“Tt’s more than an apology, Kit,” he 
said, and his eyes were pleading. “You see, 
I’ve had a lot of time to think—and to miss 
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you. There were a lot of reasons why I 
always ran when a woman mentioned mar- 
riage. What they were is not important.” 

“That’s all right. I don’t blame you for 
not marrying me.” 

“Did you hear what I said?” he asked. 
“Since that night in your apartment, I’ve 
been miserable. We could have been mar- 
ried and everything would be great if I’d 
forgotten those silly reasons and acted 
sensibly.” 

[ wrung my hands nervously. “But all 
that is water over the dam, Art. It’s too 
late now. You see—I’ve been married for 
almost a year!” 

The words seemed to stun him. He took 
my left hand in his and gazed at my wed- 
ding ring for a long time in silence. “Well. 
what d’you know!” he murmured finally. 
Who’s the lucky guy? Local talent?” 

I nodded miserably. “Why couldn’t you 
have said all this a year ago?” I demanded 
angrily. “Why do you have to come along 
now and—and—” 

His confident smile played around the 
corners of his mouth. He knew! “It’s still 
there, isn’t it, Kit? You still love me!” 
He tried to embrace me, but I struggled 
free. sobbing unhappily. 

“So what if I do?” I cried. “It’s too late 
now!” I dabbed at my eyes nervously. “No, 
{rt, I'm taking you back to the station. 


It’s no good!” 


B! T ART stayed in town. He warned 

me that he wouldn’t leave without me. 

It was almost time for Mama to get home, 

so I promised to see him the next day and 

talk things over.” But I knew in my heart 

that I was still under the spell he had cast 
over me in New York. 

The next night. Pete had to work late at 
the garage. so I managed to get out of the 
house to see Art at the hotel where he was 
staying. I was fully aware of the dangers 

volved. but it was the only place where 
we could talk without being seen together. 

Phere was a half-full bottle of Scotch on 
the dresser when I got there and Art’s 
yes glowed unusually bright. 

“Come on, Kitten,” he urged in a thick 
voice. “Have another drink. There’s plenty 
more where this came from.” 

“No, Art. I’ve got to think. What are 
we going to do?” 

{rt waved his glass. “We’ve got to tell 
nim. 

“Tell him? And what can we tell him?” 
I asked. 

“That you're still in love with me. That 
your marriage was a big mistake and—” 

“T can’t do it.” I said. gritting my teeth. 

“Now wait a minute, Kit. Let’s be 
grownup about this,” he said sternly. “I 
hate the idea of hurting anybody as much 
as you do, especially Pete. He’s probably 
a nice guy who likes you enough to—” 

“He loves me, Art. I know that. It 
would—well, break his heart if I ran out 
on him.” 

“So he loves you. But every minute you 
stay with him, you’re cheating him out of 
something he has every right to expect. 
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It’s wrong to stay with him if you love me.’ 

“T know you're right,” I admitted tear- 
fully. “But how am I going to tell him? 
I—I just couldn’t!” 

Art set his glass down and jammed his 
fists into his pockets. His shirt collar was 
open and I could see the vein in his neck 
throbbing with emotion. “Okay. baby. 
Maybe we'd better throw the whole thing 
out of our minds. Maybe I ought to grab 
the first train out of here and head back to 
the Big Apple!” 

A sob caught in my throat. 
what you want?” 

He shook his head. “This is what I 
want!” He was across the room in two 
strides and swept me up in his arms. His 
lips bruised mine in passionate kisses that 
aroused the same delicious thrill I had 
known before. Then his voice. low and 
shaking with desire, was pouring out words 
of love and affection and my heart leaped 
at the promise in them. But somehow, I 
retained enough of my self-respect to fight 
my way out of the web of passion that Art’s 
skillful caresses wove around me. 

He stepped back, a funny smile on his 
face. “Okay. Kitten.” he said with diffi- 
culty. “No slip-ups this time. We’ll do it 
right.” He pulled on his jacket. “Come 
on, Ill take you down.” 

I realized it was a mistake even before 
I saw Pete sitting in the lobby calmly 
smoking his pipe. He rose to meet us, a 
tight smile on his lips. “Hello. I—uh—I 
thought it best to come here. People gos- 
sip in small towns. you know. Maybe we 
ought to talk.” 

Pete’s unexpected appearance stunned 
me so that I could barely walk to the car. 
He and Art did all the talking. both being 
over-polite. They talked as if I weren’t 
there, sitting between them shaking with 
fright and blushing with shame. 

“T feel like a heel. Lawrence.” Art was 
saying. “But you had to know sooner or 
later. If you’re sensible—” 

A short. hard laugh burst from Pete’s 
lips. “Sensible! I’ve been that all my life, 
and what has it got me?” 

He jerked hard on the steering wheel 
and parked a short distance from the 
house. “You’ve been doing all the talk- 
ing.” he told Art, “now I’ve got a few 
things to say. I love Kit and I think that 
she could learn to love me—really love me. 
I mean. You call yourself being ‘decent’ 
talking things over man-to-man like this. 
but there’s a dirty word for what you are. 
Raymond. You come sneaking back to 
steal something you didn’t have the guts 
to take when it was offered to you!” 

“That’s the wrong attitude to take. Law- 
rence.” Art said cautiously. eyeing Pete’s 
broad shoulders. 

“What do you want me to do? Take my 
hat off and say. ‘Here. take her. Good 
luck and God-bless you’?” 

He glared across me at Art. “The only 
reason I went to that hotel was to protect 
Kit’s name—something that never occurred 
to you when you invited her up there!” 
Pete burst out. “Sure, I’ve known all along 


“Is that 


that Kit hadn’t gotten you out of her sys- 
tem, but I kept telling myself that if I 
waited, she’d learn to love me. Well, I was 


wrong. But for God’s sake. man! Don’t 
tell me what attitude to take!” 

He calmed himself with an obvious effort 
and his voice was barely audible. “If Kit 
wants her freedom, she can have it. But 
she’s got to ask me for it. I’ve got to hear 
it from her own lips.” 

I tried to speak. tried to say something 
to break that awful silence that enveloped 
us. But the conflict was too great. The 
words wouldn’t get past the big lump in 
my throat that grew and grew until it 
seemed I would choke. Blindly, I clawed 
at the door handle and somehow managed 
to half-fall, half-climb out and I ran sob- 
bing into the house. 


HE NEXT DAY, Pete came home for 

lunch and ate alone and in silence. 
When he had finished, he said, “By the 
way. there are some papers you have to 
sign. The real estate agent will bring 
them around this afternoon before—before 
you leave.” 

“The house! You're going to sell the 
house?” My heart ached for him. 

“T don’t ever want to see it again!” Pete 
said bitterly. 

“I’ve hurt you. Pete. haven’t I?” My 
voice quavered with anguish. “I didn’t 
want to. Can you believe that?” 

“I’m your husband, Kit. You owed me 
Why did you go see him in 

You knew very well what 


some loyalty. 
the first place? 
would happen.” 

“But I didn’t—not really.” 

“Even he has been more on the level 
than you were,” Pete continued. his words 
cutting like a knife. “He said last night 
that if he’d known you were married he 
never would have come around.” 

“Pete—Pete! Listen to me,” I cried. 

“You could have sent him away with 
just a word—one little word. but you didn’t 
want to. You wanted him—even while you 
were in my arms, you wanted him. That’s 
what hurts more than anything else! I 
was a sucker—a small town boy who was 
good enough until the real thing came 
along!” 

“Please—please!” His words 
across my face like angry blows. 

“Kit. I married you for keeps. I wasn’t 
kidding. I didn’t say that I would stay 
with you until I got bored or found some- 
one better.” 

“And that’s the way it was with me, 
Pete. I swear it was!” 

He got up abruptly and began hitting 
his fist into the palm of his hand. delib- 
erately. hard. “Are you sure. Kit? Some- 
times I think you walked up to the altar 
with your fingers crossed and said, ‘I do— 


lashed 


maybe’!” 

I covered my ears and fled from the 
room. 

When Art came to pick me up the next 
morning, Mama was the only one home. I 
introduced Art to her. hoping against hope 
that she might have a kind word for us. 
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“Please to meet you, Mrs. Little,” Art 
said with a nervous smile. 

“Sorry I can’t say the same,” Mama said 
coolly. She turned to me. “Kit, are you 
really going through with this—this crazy 
notion?” 

“Tt’s not a crazy notion, Mrs. Little,” Art 
told her. “Kit and I—” 

“T wasn’t speaking to you,” she snapped. 
“T was talking to my daughter, if you don’t 
mind. Well, Kit?” 

“Go on, Kit.” Art prompted. “Tell her.” 

“Art and I are leaving now, Mama,” I 
said in a small voice. “We're going to be 
married in New York. Of course, there'll 
be a divorce first.” 

“Just like that, hunh?” 
softened. “I just saw Pete.” 

“TIs—how is he?” I asked timidly. 

“Fine—no thanks to you. He’ll live 
through it. You’re not going to like what 
I’m going to say, Kit. but Pete’s too good 
for you. I just hope he'll find some girl 
who can appreciate him.” 

“I’m sorry for everything, 
sorry it happened this way.” 

“You’re making your bed. child.” she 
said gravely, “I only hope you won't find it 
too hard. Goodbye.” 

I left with Art. I boarded the train with 
him. But something happened to me on 
that long train ride. Call it conscience— 
common sense—an awakening or instinct. 
At New York I said goodbye to Art, turned 
around and headed for Louisville. 

They were sitting on the porch, Mama, 
Dad and Pete, when I dragged up the walk 
to the house. Mama grabbed my hands 
and kissed me warmly on the cheek. 

“Hello, Pete,” I murmured uncertainly. 

“What are you doing back here?” he 
asked. 

“T—J got as far as New York, but—well, 
here I am.” 

“Where’s Art?” 

“IT don’t know, Pete. He hit the ceiling 
when I told him I’d changed my mind. I 
don’t know where he is,” I explained. 

“T see.” 

“Do you?” 

“Sure. The first time, he turned you 
down. This time, you turned him down. 
Simple.” 

I set the heavy suitcase down and sat on 
the steps beside Pete. 

“Maybe you had a fight.” Pete ventured. 
“T know why you came back. And as far 
as I’m concerned you could have saved 
yourself the trouble.” 

“You don’t understand,” I said sadly, 
praying that I could make him see. 

“Look, Kit—I’m a big boy now. If I 
wasn’t sharp before, I am now! I don’t 
want your pity!” The hurt and the bitter- 
ness came out in his voice. 

“Pity?” 

“You thought I’d be so glad to have you 
back I’d fall down on my knees and thank 
you for the rest of my life. Well, it’s not 
going to be that way!” he declared. “Keep 
your favors for someone who wants them.” 

“And you think I came back because I 
pitied you?” 


Mama’s voice 


Mama. I’m 


“Why else would you come back?” he 
demanded. “Because you love me?” 

“That’s exactly why.” I put my fingers 
over his lips to shut off the words of dis- 
belief. “Yes. I couldn’t believe it myself. 
I knew I was fond of you because—well, 
you're the sweetest, kindest, finest man I’d 
ever known. But I didn’t know I was in 
love with you.” 

His eyes were full of doubt. 
discovery ? 


“How did 
you make this strange From 
a card that came out of a weighing ma- 
chine in the railroad station Your lucky 
number is seven and you're in love with a 
chump named Pete Lawrence’?” he asked. 

“Maybe I will get a card like that next 
time I weigh myself. I wouldn’t be a bit 
darling. You see, when Art 
came along, I was unhappy. An unhappy 
woman sometimes does funny things. I 
thought I was unhappy because I would be 
hurting you by leaving you. Well, I found 
out that I was unhappy because I really 
didn’t want to go away.” 

He sniffed incredulously. “You sure 
gave a good imitation of a woman who did 


‘ 


surprised, 


want to go away!” 

“That was because Art was so sure, so 
certain of himself and of me.” I explained 
earnestly. “Even before we got on the 
train I kept thinking of how I was hurting 
you, but I didn’t know the real reason I 
felt that way.” 

My voice was urgent, insistent. I wanted 
Pete to believe more than anything else 
I’d ever wanted. He had to believe me, be- 
cause it was true. He must, he must! I 
kept telling myself. 

“Then you realized it and decided to 
come back?” There was a trace of eager- 
ness, of hope in his voice. 

“No, it wasn’t then. Not until we got to 
New York. When I climbed down from 
the train I knew then—almost as though it 
were for the first time—that I would never 
see you again. I knew that I would never 
be able to bring your dinner to you down 
at the garage—that some strangers would 
be moving into the house—our house. 

“Then I got desperately afraid that may- 
be someone would buy the house before I 
got back”— My voice broke. “Oh, Pete, 
darling. don’t you see? I found out I was 
in love with you! I always was—I just 
didn’t know it.” 

Pete clasped my hands and squeezed 
them hard. His eyes searched my face in- 





tently. “You’re not just saying that, are 
you? Youre not feeling sorry for me— 


or taking second best?” 

“No. Pete! T love you!” I cried. 

“Kit—Kit—!” He pulled my head down 
on his shoulder and rocked me back and 
forth like a little baby. In the warm com- 
fort of his protecting arms, I shuddered at 
the close call I had. I trembled at how 
near I had been to wrecking my life. 

“T’'ll never let you go again!” Pete whis- 
pered fiercely, his lips burning against my 
neck. 

“Don’t worry, darling,” I sobbed joy- 
fully. “Ill never give you the chance!” 


THE END 
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the only difference is they haven’t 
been caught. So if they’re what you want, 
you can have ’em! Just stop needling me 
about my business and all that respectable 


things; 


nonsense!” 

He stormed out before I had a chance to 
say another word. And from that night on 
we began to drift our separate ways, find- 
ing our own happiness in our individual 
worlds. Then when Nanine moved to 
Washington after being appointed to a 
high-level government job, I realized what 
a terrible mistake I had made in marriage. 
Her friends were the kind of people I had 
used to, the kind I wanted to be 
around. Her parties were the kind of so- 
cial affairs I wanted to give. But I knew 
that I didn’t dare ask any of them to my 
It was all right for me to meet them 
and socialize with them at Nanine’s, but 
that’s as far as it could go. I belonged to 
their crowd because of my family and my 
Fisk education, but Jim was an outsider 
and he neither cared for them or wanted 
to be among them. 

\t first, it never mattered to me greatly— 
[ had good clothes, a car of my own and 
a private bank account. But that night 
when I met Gregory Shaw at one of Nan- 
ine’s parties a lot of things seemed sud- 
denly to start mattering for me terribly. In 
my frustration and unhappiness I saw in 
him the things I had hoped for in my hus- 
band. He was good-looking, perhaps not 
suite as handsome as Jim, but he had a 
smooth way about him that drew me to him 
instantly. Little did I dream then that 
from that one chance meeting our lives 
vould become so entangled. 

Presently, the sound of Nanine’s foot- 
teps in the hall aroused me from my 
houghts and brought me back to the 
present. 

“Here.” she said, breezing back in the 
room with a tray of coffee. “Try some of 
this. Make you feel better.” 

I took the warm cup and sipped it slow- 
ly, Nanine swallowed a mouthful hurriedly 
then sat locking at me with a puzzled ex- 
pression on her face. “I notice you 
brought more bags than usual,” she said 
finally. “How come? You going on a 
trips 

“Maybe,” I answered quietly. 

“Swell! It'll be the best thing for you! 
And if you’d take my advice you’d stay 
away—I don’t mean from Washington, I 
mean from that ... that no-good penny 
hustler you got yourself all mixed up with. 
He’s no good for you. Bonnie. Can’t you 
see what I’ve geen trying to tell you? He’s 
not your kind and never will be—no mat- 
ter how much money he rakes in off that 


been 


place. 
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cheap-chiseling penny hustle racket. Go 
away—and find somebody else. It’s not too 
late. You're still young. You’ve got looks, 
you’ve got class. Don’t waste it, honey, on 
somebody who'll never mean you any 
good.” 

“You're right, Nanine.” I agreed when 
she finally stopped. “I’ve thought it all 
out and like you say it’s best for me to 
get Jim out of my life. I made a mistake 
and I’m paying for it. And the sooner I 
get away from here. the better.” 

Nanine brightened. “You’re going home 
then?” 

“You mean Nashville?” I 
“Uh-Uh. Farther than that.” 

“Where?” 

“T don’t know yet. We—TI mean, I 
haven't decided yet. It might be Chicago; 
it might be Los Angeles, I’m not sure 
which.” 

“Did you say ‘we’?” 

“Did I? I guess I must have been 
thinking out loud.” 

Nanine looked puzzled. “You don’t plan 
to go alone then?” 

I drained my cup and sat it on the night 
stand beside the bed, deliberately stalling 
before answering. “No, Nanine,” I said 
evenly, “I don’t plan to go alone. I’m 
going away with Greg . . .” 

Nanine placed her cup back in the 
saucer with a clatter and stared at me wide- 
eyed. “With Greg! No, Bonnie! Surely 
you can’t mean that!” 

“But I do mean it, Nanine. My mind’s 
all made up. He’s been begging me to 
leave Jim and go away with him for the 
longest. And after what’s happened now, 
my mind’s made up. I’ve kept my bags 
packed all along just in case, so if he still 
means what he said we’ll be leaving this 
afternoon.” 

“Bat, Bonnie you hardly know him—I 
mean, you don’t know enough about him to 
take up with him so suddenly like that. 
That wasn’t what I meant at all when I 
said you should go away and find some- 
body else. What I meant was go away— 
alone—and rest for a little while, then 
maybe find some nice guy to start out with 
fresh again. But not Greg! Never!” 

“And what’s so wrong with Greg? After 
all, I met him here. remember? And if 
he’s not so nice now, why have you always 
had him at your parties? I haven’t found 
anything wrong with him. He’s always 
been a perfect gentleman with me. Be- 
sides he’s well educated, he has money— 
even if he doesn’t work—and he’s not bad 
to look at either. Don’t think for a min- 
ute I haven’t seen how your friends try to 
flirt with him behind their husbands’ 
backs. Not one—all of them. The old 
ones too when they think they can get 
away with it.” 

“But that’s different, Bonnie. It’s their 
way of—well, it’s their way of having a 
good time, if you want to call it that. Sure. 
I always have him here. He helps add to 
the party. He’s single, he fits in with the 
crowd, he has a charming way with the 
ladies. But he’s not the guy for you, 


clarified. 


Bonnie. I wouldn’t tell you anything 
wrong; you know that. And I’m telling 
you now—don’t go away with Gregory 
Shaw. I can’t tell you why, but there’s 
something about him that just doesn’t 
stack up right. I admit he’s got a lot of 
things in his favor—things you never 
found in that ... that tinhorn husband you 
took up with. But for you to go away with 
him— Oh, don’t you see, Bonnie, it’s just 
not right.” 

“I’m sorry, Nanine.” I smiled, rising. 
“But my mind’s made up. Maybe if you 
knew Greg as I do, you’d see he’s really 
not a bad guy.” 

“Okay. kid.” Nanine sighed and strolled 
over to the closet to select a dress to wear 
to work. “But do me one favor, huh? 
Don’t leave until I come back this after- 
noon. I'll try to be here by three, no later 
than three-thirty. I’ve a hunch I might 
have some important news for you.” 

The warm bath that Nanine had drawn 
for me made me feel like a completely 
different person. All the weariness of a 
few hours ago suddenly went from me. I 
thought about Greg and my heart quick- 
ened, knowing that in a few hours every- 
thing would be changed for both of us. No 
more longing and wanting, no more secret 
phone calls, no more nothing. Just the two 
of us finding at last the happiness we both 
wanted. 

I'd wait until Nanine was gone before 
calling him, I decided. then he could come 
over and pick up the plane tickets and cash 
from the bank before she got back. That 
way, Nanine wouldn’t have to know any- 
more than I would tell her. Not that I 
didn’t trust her as a friend, but knowing 
how she felt about Greg it was best that 
we kept our business to ourselves. 


VY 'E’D BEEN lucky—Greg and I. No 
one had found out about us in all 
this time. Not even Jim with his flunkies 
and runners who seemed to delight in tell- 
ing him almost everything I did or where I 
went. He suspected me, naturally, from 
all the times I went to Nanine’s parties 
without him, but he couldn’t prove a thing. 
Greg and I had been too clever for that. 
Not that there had been anything between 
us to be ashamed of, or for us to be espe- 
cially clever about. but I had insisted ever 
since that first night that we wouldn’t take 
foolish chances or give any of Nanine’s 
friends anything to gossip about. 

I knew what Jim would do if he ever 
found out about us, and I knew only too 
well how vicious Nanine’s friends would be 
if they once discovered Gregory and I were 
having an affair. Being single and new- 
comers to Washington, he was a new flirt- 
ation for them, a new attraction, someone 
to add a new thrill to their uneventful 
lives. And it wouldn’t do for him to waste 
himself on a married woman, especially 
one who was a hoodlum’s. wife at that. 

But that night when Nanine first intro- 
duced us. I saw in his eyes a longing for 
me that I knew I couldn’t deny even if I 
had wanted to. He held me close while we 
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danced, and hungry as I was for affection, 
I never once discouraged him. I met his 
quiet, passionate looks straight on and 
matched them with my own. And when 
the party finally broke up I didn’t hesi- 
tate to say yes when he asked me to meet 
him later and go for a drive along the 
Potomac. 

It had started as simply as that, neither 
of us trying to change or hold back what 
seemed to be fate. And now, after months 
of waiting and denying ourselves we would 
soon be going away together to find the 
happiness we both knew would be ours. 

At last, when I stepped out of the bath- 
room, Nanine was already dressed and 
about to leave for work. Standing in front 
of the vanity mirror, she was hurriedly 
adding a-few last-minute touches to her 
make-up. Then, gathering up her purse 
and making me promise again to wait until 
she returned that afternoon, she hurried 
out of the bedroom and went into the outer 
hall. 

I waited to hear the front door slam shut 
behind her, but it didn’t. Instead she called 
back to me with a strange uneasiness in 
her voice that sent a new fear over me. 
“Bonnie?” she called anxiously. “Come 
here a minute. There’s something I want 
you to see.” 

I hurried into the living room, not know- 
ing -what to expect. “Look here,” she said. 
motioning me toward the front window. I 
looked and saw on the street below a 
strangely familiar man sitting in a green 
Ford coupe. He appeared to be waiting 
for someone, yet he seemed to be watching 
the front entrance of the building too as if 
he was expecting someone. I tried desper- 
ately to remember where I had seen him 
before, but my brain just wouldn’t click. 

“You know him?” Nanine asked flatly. 
I shook my head. “That’s strange,” she 
added thoughtfully. “He’s been parked 
there for over an hour. I saw him the first 
time when I went to fix the coffee. I hap- 
pened to see him glance up in this direc- 
tion once or twice, and I got an idea that 
he might be one of Jim’s boys. But if you 
don’t know him I guess there’s no need of 
worrying about him.” She glanced quickly 
at her watch and began hurrying off to 
work all over again. 

When she had gone I turned again to 
the window and suddenly remembered with 
a sick feeling of dread that the man in the 
green Ford coupe was the same fellow Greg 
and I had seen one night parked in front 
of his apartment. Greg had spotted him as 
a private detective, and shielding me to 
avoid being seen, had ducked into a side 
entrance, explaining to me later the reasons 
for his queer behavior. I had concluded 
then that he was someone my husband had 
hired to spy on me, and from that night 
on was doubly careful to avoid being seen 
by him or anyone else who might betray 
my secret rendezvous with Greg. 

But here he was again, outside of Nan- 
ine’s apartment, and the only thought that 
raced through my head was that he had 
been sent after me by my husband. He 
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couldn’t help but know that I was here. 
My car was parked out front where I had 
left it. And if he was any kind of detec- 
tive at all he was bound to know that I 
was running off with Greg once he saw us 
together—and with suitcases. There was 
only one thing for me to do: call Greg and 
warn him, then try somehow to get rid of 
this detective before he had a chance to 
ruin everything for us. 

When I called Greg he didn’t lose any 
time in coming over. I fairly rushed into 
his arms when I met him at the door, feel- 
ing at last secure in the gentle strength 
of his embrace. He had managed to slip 
past the detective through a back door. 
For a while Greg stood gazing intently out 
the window at the man still seated in the 
parked car below. Then turning to me, he 
said thoughtfully, “You’re sure you 
wouldn’t rather wait until tonight? He’s 
got to go away sometime, and when he does 
we can skip out and nobody’ll know it.” 

“No, Greg,” I objected “It’s too long to 
wait. Jim’s sure to be released by tonight, 
and if I’m not there when he comes home 
he’s sure to call here or send some of his 
boys after me. We just can’t chance it, not 
after waiting all these months.” 

“Very well. But what about ‘Hawkshaw’ 
down there?” 

“Maybe if you go ahead and get the 
plane tickets and stop by the bank for me I 
could then meet you somewhere later. 
Nanine will be back by three, and between 
the two of us we ought to figure out some 
way to duck him.” 

“Okay. Sounds better than anything I’ve 
thought of so far. But don’t you think 
maybe I ought to have a note or something 
from you so I won’t have any trouble at the 
bank?” 

“Oh, it'll be all right. I’ve sent friends 
in before to cash checks for me.” 

“Yeah, I know. But a check for two 
thousand dollars is bound to bring up some 
questions. Suppose they call your hus- 
band?” 

“T don’t think they would. But if it'll 
make you feel any better I'll call and let 
them know you’re coming.” 

I felt better when Greg finally left 
through the back door again. I looked 
down to make certain Greg wasn’t followed, 
and then for the first time I noticed that his 
license plates weren’t from Washington, 
but from Texas. That was odd, I thought. 
Why should a private detective working in 
Washington, be driving a car with Texas 
license plates? I wondered briefly about 
it, then dismissed it completely from my 
mind. 

In a little while I had finished re-packing 
my bags and straightening up the room so 
I could be ready to leave on a moment’s 
notice. I left my key to Nanine’s apart- 
ment on the dresser where she would be 
sure to see it and remembered how conven- 
ient it had been for me to use whenever I 
was in Washington and tired from a day of 
shopping. Then, with nothing else to do, I 
went back into the living room to wait and 
to keep an eye on the detective. 
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But watching him and waiting through 
endless bored minutes soon tired my pa- 
tience. It was like being caught in a trap 
and not knowing when or how the end 
would come. And finally, when my nerves 
couldn’t stand it any longer, I raised the 
window and shouted to him to come up. I 
had a desperate plan in mind, but if he was 
willing to play watchodg for money then 
maybe I could make a deal with him too— 
for money. It was a wild chance, but at 
least it was better than sitting up here 
playing cat and mouse. 

When he knocked on the door I turned 
over again in my mind the hurriedly re- 
hearsed proposition I was planning to make 
to him. 

“You sent for me, ma’am?” he greeted 
me in a voice fairly dripping with a Texas 
drawl. 

“Yes,” I said quickly. “There’s some- 
thing I want to discuss with you.” 

“With me?” There was a puzzled ex- 
pression on his face as he followed me into 
the room. 

“Yes,” I went on. “You see, I happen to 
know who you are and why you are here. 
And I want to make a deal with you. I 
know you're a private detective and I also 
know that you’ve been watching this apart- 
ment for the past several hours. Now 
here’s my proposition: Whatever my hus- 
band—Mr. Malone, that is—is paying you 
to keep an eye on me, I'll match it and 
give you a bonus besides i: ,ou’ll just drive 
off and sort of forget watching me for a lit- 
tle while. Get the idea?” 

He grinned and scratched his chin. 
“That sounds like a good bargain, Miss— 
uh—Miss .. .” 

“Mrs. Malone,” I supplied for him. 

“Well, like I was saying. that sounds 
like a good bargain but I can’t take you up 
on it.” 

“And why not?” I demanded. “Surely 
you can use an extra fifty dollars.” 

“Oh, it’s not that, ma’am. It’s just that 
I’m not working for your husband. I am a 
private detective. but ’'m not working for 
your husband. I don’t even know him.” 

“Oh, come now. Let’s not play games. 
I’ve seen you before and I know that you’ve 
been following me. I’m perfectly willing 
to match whatever my husband is paying 
you and give you fifty dollars besides, if 
you'll just go away and leave me alone 
just this once.” 

“But I’m serious, ma’am. I don’t know 
your husband and I’m not working for 
him.” 

The sincere way he said it made me know 
that what he was saying was true, but in- 
stead of being relieved. I was more con- 
fused now than ever. “If you’re not work- 
ing for my husband.” I said finally, “then 
why are you here? Why have you been 
watching this apartment?” 

“Well. the truth is. ma’am, that I’ve sort 
of been checking on a friend of yours.” 

“A friend of mine?” 

“Yes. A fellow from Texas by the name 
of Shaw.” 

Cold fear swept over me at this sudden 


revelation, and I was struck with a strange 


feeling of foreboding. “You—you mean 
... Gregory?” I asked timidly. He 
nodded. “But why? Is there something 
wrong? Is he in trouble?” 

“In a way, yes. Depends on how you 
look at it. I don’t suppose it’s real serious, 
but Mrs. Shaw—that’s his wife—hired me 
to find him, and... .” 

“His wife! Mrs. Shaw! 
can’t mean that!” 

The detective stopped short and looked 
at me thoughtfully. “You didn’t know he 
was married?” 

I bit my lip to hold back the tears and 
shook my head slowly. 

“Maybe I’d better go then,” he reflected 
quietly. “There’s no need for you to be- 
come involved.” 

“No, please!” I urged quickly. 
go. I want to hear the rest of it.” 

“Well, like I started to say, Mrs. Shaw 
hired me to find her husband when he left 
Texas with some of her money. She’s got 
some oil property down there, and from 
what she told me, it looks like this fellow 
married her just to get her to sign over 
some of her leases to him. After that he 
left and she never heard anymore from 
him. I got a lead that he was here in 
Washington, and after asking around a lit- 
tle. found out that he was the same fellow. 
I never could catch him at his apartment, 
so I figured if I hung around here I was 
bound to run into him sooner or later.” 

“Oh, no!” I gasped. “It can’t be true. 
You must be mistaken.” 

“I’m afraid not, lady. That’s the truth, 
so help me.” He looked at me intently, 
then tapping a cigarette from a pack and 
lighting it. added evenly: “You wouldn’t 
happen to know where he is now, would 
you?” 

“Yes,” I sobbed softly. “We were going 
away together—this afternoon. He’s on his 
way now to get the plane tickets and draw 
some money from the bank for me. . .” 

“Money?” he repeated excitedly. “How 
much?” 

“Two thousand dollars.” 

“Two thousand dollars! Quick, ma’am— 
what’s the number at your bank? I might 
be able to save you some money if it’s not 
too late.” 


\ ITH TEARS streaming down my face 

I listened tensely as the detective 
dialed the number. I hoped desperately 
that Greg would somehow return at this 
moment and tell me that it was all a hor- 
rible nightmare, that the detective had mis- 
taken him for someone else. But I knew 
I was hoping in vain. Then when the de- 
tective turned back to me from the phone, 
I was sure of it. He said the cashier had 
told him that Greg had been there. and 
gone over an hour ago—and with the 
money. 

“T hate to say it, Miss,” he concluded 
finally, “but it looks like you’ve been taken 
in. If he’s got $2,000 of your money on 
him I’m pretty sure he’s on his way out of 
town by now—and he’s not headed for 
Texas.” 
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The bitter realization of what he was 
saying only served to quicken my tears. 
The rosy, dream world that I had been so 
sure of a few hours ago now lay shattered 
before me in stark, horrible reality. I had 
been an ambitious, unsuspecting fool and I 
was being repaid for it—with interest. 

The detective offered me a fresh hand- 
kerchief for my tears, then picked up the 
phone again to call the air line reservation 
office and confirm his suspicions. “You say 
he was supposed to get reservations for the 
two of you for Chicago?” he questioned 
me again. I nodded. There was a mo- 
ment of silence, then he began talking 
again, describing Greg over the phone and 
asking if the reservations had been made. 
I waited anxiously, still hoping that by 
some slim chance the detective would be 
wrong. But when I saw him frown slight- 
ly and say aloud, “Just for one, huh?” I 
knew that he hadn’t guessed wrong. 

What happened after that still seems 
like a vague memory. I remember reach- 
ing impulsively for the telephone and ask- 
ing the lady to repeat what she had just 
said. But when I heard her saying, “the 
reservation was only for one, and Mr. Shaw 


took that for California on the 12:45 
flight,” I guess I must have fainted dead 
away. When I came to later, Nanine was 


home and I was in her bed. She had found 
out -everything from the detective about 
Greg and I was glad because it spared me 
the misery of telling her myself what a fool 
I had been. 

As I lay there alone, letting my mind 
wander slowly over the shattered pieces of 
what I once thought would be my dream 
world, I realized for the first time that I 
had only myself to blame for all that had 
happened. It had been my scheming, my 
selfishness, my false pride that had driven 
me on, blinding me against the only real 
things that ever mattered. I saw it all now, 
more clearly, more real than I’d ever seen 
anything before in my life. 

I began to see the shallow stupidity of 
my social climbing. In my hunger for so- 
cial status, I had learned that high society 
people with their slick dignity and blue- 
blood snobbery can be as phony and dis- 
honest, as two-timing and despicable as the 
roughest hoodlum. Greg had fooled me 
with his fine ways just because I was a 
sucker for anyone with stamped 
on them. 

I now realized that the man I married 
—despite his questionable occupation as a 
“number racketeer”—had sterling qualities 
of character hard to find among the 
ciety racketeers” who looked down their 
noses at him. The love that I held for him 
when we first met—even though I married 
him for money—was genuine and real be- 
cause basically Jim was a gentleman in 
lived 


“society” 
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the true meaning of the word. He 
by his own code, it is true, but to me he 
was always the loyal, faithful husband who 
never failed to show a down-to-earth 
warmth in his love. 

That was more than I could say for Greg 


—or so many of the society people I had | 
so long looked up to. 

Without bothering to tidy my make-up or 
take the time to explain to Nanine, I 
dressed hurriedly and, grabbing my bags, 
started toward the door. Nanine appeared 
suddenly, a surprised, questioning look on 
her face. “Bonnie!” she said anxiously. 
“You're not—you're not leaving now... 
You can’t . you need rest...” 

“Tt’s all right, Nanine,” I smiled quietly. 
“T’m not going away. I’m going to see Jim 

. and take care of something I should 
have taken care of long ago. I only hope 
it’s not too late.” | 

As I started down the stairs I heard the | 
shut softly behind When I 
reached the street, the late afternoon sun 
seemed to picture everything in a different 
light from what it had been only a few 
hours ago. Somehow, I thought, I would 
make everything up to Jim. I'd let him 
know that I could be a real wife to him, no 
matter what he was or what he did. And if 
he still wanted me I’d make sure that 
nothing would ever come between us again 





door me. 


to spoil our happiness. 

I'll never forget that grateful, under- 
standing look on Jim’s face when I walked 
in the jail that evening. and I'll never for- 
get either the happiness that was mine 
when we went away a few days later to try 
to recapture some of our lost love. I didn’t 
have to fear that it would all end when we 
returned to Baltimore, for this time I knew 
was a lot finer and more respectable than 
many of the social butterflies I had envied 


so. 

I read somewhere later that the detective 
finally caught up with Greg in California. 
He had spent most of my $2.000, but in a 
way I guess it was a cheap price to pay at 
that for the lesson I had learned from him. 
The happiness that Jim and I have found 
now is worth far more than what I lost to 
Greg, and if I never get any of it back I'll 
always be grateful to him for helping me 
to see what a poor wife I once made my 
husband. 





THE END 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 12) 


The writing shows over-wrought nerves. 
Fig. II. is a specimen which reveals 
tension. The writing is small, 
crowded, and vertical. Many strokes are 
retraced, the “e” closed. angular letters at 
top and bottom, with hooks and ties. The 
There is a lack of 
expression. her 
feelings. She is shy and doubtful of trust- 
ing others. Her mind has become critical. 
If there are negative traits in your writ- 
ing, adapt new ones which will help you 
establish self-confidence and inner-security. 
An analysis of your handwriting pre- 
pared by me is now available to those wish- 
ing this service. Write me and I will send 
a folder outlining the types of analysis and 
fee. Write Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
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a superior fashion, even though I knew 
that “The Bobs” was the highest. fastest 
roller coaster ride in the park. But I had 
to show them I was a grownup now and 
not a kid, so I said, “We'll all go for a ride. 
I'll pay the fares and since it’s my birth- 
day, what I say goes. Nobody can back 
out!” 

Like a queen leading her faithful fol- 
lowers, I marched out of the outdoor cafe, 
not in the least betraying the fear in my 
heart. To prove that I had passed from 
the kid stage into young womanhood, I felt 
[ had to go through with my rash boast. 
But the closer we got to the towering run- 
way of the roller coaster, the slower my 
footsteps lagged and I desperately tried to 
think of a good excuse for backing out. 
Stealing glances at my companions, I saw 
that they had screwed up their courage to 
the point where they were quite willing to 
follow me wherever I led. 

It was too late to backtrack now, so I 
bought five tickets at the little booth in 
front of the entrance. Beth and Ann 
dashed to the rear of the train and took 
seats in the very last open-top car, and 
Patsy and Alfreda timidly located them- 
selves midway between front and rear. 
With a carefree toss of my head, I went to 
the first car and sat down. In front of me, 
moving slowly between the rails of the 
track, was the endless chain that pulled 
the cars up and up to the point where they 
would be released and sent plunging down 
the steep incline at a breathtaking speed. 

Then, just before the cars began inching 
towards the steep climb, a young fellow 
rushed up and jumped into the seat beside 
me. “Made it!” he said, and looked over 
at me and grinned. 

Another fresh guy! I said to myself. I 
turned up my nose and moved away from 
the broad shoulder that had _ brushed 
against me. But if he noticed this deliber- 
ate snub, he gave no sign as he leaned back 
in the seat and folded his arms, ignoring 
the handrail that folded back against the 
passengers. For my part, I clutched that 
rail and closed my eyes as tightly as I 
could. I was scared to death, but since 
the whole thing was my idea, I couldn’t let 
the girls see how I really felt. Sitting be- 
hind me, I was positive they were watch- 
ing my every move. 

Finally we reached the peak of the 
climb, poised for a moment, then zoomed 
downward with the wind tearing the breath 
from me. A terrified shriek ripped from 
my quivering lips as the cars hit the bot- 
tom of the dip and shot upward again. The 
force of the sudden change of direction 
pinned me against the seat, but scrambling 
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wildly, I worked my way over to my fellow 
passenger, who was watching my frantic 
efforts with a cool detachment. We hit a 
sharp curve and I was thrown right into 
his waiting arms. I grabbed him around 
the neck and held on for dear life. 

“Not so hincty now, hunh?” he grinned. 

I opened my mouth to reply. but an- 
other curve. another dip. and I had buried 
my face against his chest. By the time the 
horrifying ride was over, I was limp as a 
rag and I just sat there with my eyes shut 
tight, clinging to him. 

“End of the line,” I heard him say and 
when I didn’t move. he added mockingly, 
“Unless you want another ride.” 

“No!” I cried, and with an effort, I 
pulled myself out of the car and staggered 
over to my friends. who waited for me with 
laughter in their eyes. The boy I'd ridden 
with followed me and nodded to my 
friends. 

“What’s your name?” he asked me. “I 
always like to know whom I’m doing my 
necking with.” His friendly smile took 
the edge off the snappy comeback that 
leaped to my lips. 

“My name is Candace, my friends call 
me Candy,” I told him. 

“Hello, Candy. I’m Timmy. I think 
after that ride you need something a little 
more relaxing. How about it?” 

I glanced at my friends, doubtful about 
deserting them. since we had begun the 
evening together. Alfreda didn’t conceal 
her disapproval. but the others nodded 
encouragingly, so Timmy and I started out 
on an adventure that was to change the 
whole course of my life. 


E WAS tall and rather gangling as 

boys are when they are on the verge 
of manhood, and a faint wisp of a mustache 
gave him a mature look despite his boyish 
appearance. His smiling eyes, dark and 
deep-set under heavy brows, gazed at me 
with unconcealed admiration. We went 
along the crowded midway hand in hand, 
stopping every now and then for some re- 
freshments or to try our luck at one of 
the concessions. Finally. Timmy suggested 
another ride. 

“Not tonight!” I laughed. putting my 
hand over my heart. “I don’t think I could 
take it.” 

“But this one is a lot more fun than the 
Bobs,” he explained. “Come on, you'll 
like it.” 

I hung back reluctantly as he pulled me 
along. We reached the Mill on the Floss 
and Timmy bought some tickets. On this 
ride, a small boat drifted along a canal. 
under scenic bridges and through long. 
dark tunnels. “Sometimes it’s called the 
Tunnel of Love.” said Timmy. 

We climbed into the gently-rocking boat 
and he slipped an arm around my waist. 
We came to the first tunnel and several 
girls squealed as the boat eased into the 
darkness. Timmy put his other arm 
around me and whispered: 

“See what I mean about relaxing?” 

I leaned my head against his shoulder 


and sighed contentedly. What a wonder- 
ful birthday I was having! And meeting 
Timmy was as romantic as a good movie. 
My heart skipped a beat as Timmy’s arms 
tightened around me and I felt his lips 
move across my face, tenderly seeking my 
lips. A delicious thrill moved along my 
arms and legs leaving my body tingling 
with excitement. My eager lips answered 
the silent questions of his kisses. 

In the darkness, Timmy’s caresses grew 
bolder. The strange new sensation that 
stirred my emotions frightened me and I 
pulled away from him. 

“Please, Timmy!” I whispered. 
scared.” 

“Don’t be a baby,” he comforted. 

“Not of the dark, of—of myself! I never 
felt this way before.” 

“Then I guess it’s love at first sight,” he 
said softly. “It is for me!” 

It was love at first sight, or at least, so 
we were convinced. In our immature 
youthfulness we were positive that we had 
found love eternal and the newly-awakened 
passions that welled up inside us were too 
powerful to withstand for long. We de- 
cided that marriage was the only solution, 
even though Timmy had just finished high 
school and was in no position to support a 
wife. And although neither of us suspect- 
ed it then, I was in no position to take over 
the running of a home or any of the other 
responsibilities of a married woman. When 
my mother warned me of this, I refused to 
believe it. 

“Marriage is a big step for a young girl 
to take,” she said. “Why don’t you and 
Timmy wait a while, Candace?” 

“But that’s the whole point, mother!” I 
insisted. “We can’t wait. I don’t know- 
every time I’m with him I go to pieces in- 
side. I want to be with him so bad it hurts. 
Plenty of girls would go ahead and do what 
their heart tells them. At least Timmy and 
I want to get married first.” 

Mother shook her head sadly. Ever 
since Dad had died she had worked hard 
and sacrificed everything for me. She was 
willing to continue doing so to give me a 
good start in life. But I was too impatient. 
I knew that before long Timmy and I 
would yield to the siren call of love and get 
involved in a messy situation. 

“Don’t make us wait!” I pleaded to my 
mother. 

She looked at me a long time before an- 
swering. There was a shadow in her tired 
eyes and I could sense the effort with which 
she finally said, “Very well. Candace. I 
guess it’s hard for me to think of you as a 
grown woman now. You go ahead and 
marry Timmy. Just remember one thing. 
saying ‘I do’ in front of a preacher is the 
easiest part of it and it’s only the begin- 
ning. Timmy is a good-looking boy and 
you're a very pretty girl, even if I do say 
so.” 

She paused and looked down at her fold- 
ed hands. “There may come a day when 
you both will start looking around and 
will blame each other for all the things you 
missed.” 
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I waved my hand disdainfully. “We’re 
in love,” I said confidently. “There’s no 
one else in the world for either of us!” 

And so we were married. It took a long 
time—almost a year—for the bloom to 
wear off, but just as surely as mother had 
predicted, things gradually changed be- 
tween us. Looking back on those three 
years with Timmy, I have to admit my 
share of the blame. Skimping along on an 
impossible budget, staying home nights to 
save money for the necessities, and babying 
Timmy through increasingly frequent 
moods of depression gradually took its toll. 

Timmy worked hard to keep things go- 
ing, but never seemed to be able to make 
any headway. He began to find fault with 
everything and spent more and more nights 
“out with the boys.” The whole trouble 
was that neither one of us really had an 
idea of what we were getting into and when 
things got tough we had no inner reserve of 
strength and courage to draw upon. 

Yet, for the first year or so, our love was 
great enough to make up for all else. After 
dinner, Timmy would stretch out on the 
couch in our tiny bedroom-living room and 
call me over to him. 

“Is my baby tired?” Id ask, 
my fingers through his curly hair. 

Then he’d grin meaningfully and say, 
“Not too tired!” He would reach up and 
pull me down next to him. 

“Who do you love?” he’d ask in a gruff 
voice. 

And I would purr contentedly and nestle 
closer. His tender touch would stir the 
same excitement and deep inner longing as 
love-making never failed to 
and worries that 


running 


always; his 
soothe away the cares 
grew more serious with each passing day. 

But the way things were going, nothing 
could stave off the blowup that finally 
came. Timmy had enrolled in tailoring 
school because he had decided he could 
do much better if he had a trade. I agreed 
only half-heartedly because it meant even 
more sacrifices until he had finished the 
course and was on his feet. And soon, just 
as Mother had predicted, I began looking 
around. I saw how Alfreda, whom Id al- 
ways looked down upon as an unattractive 
goody-goody girl, had managed to snare a 
well-to-do widower and move into a beauti- 
ful home. My other friends had either 
made successful marriages or had estab- 
lished themselves in interesting careers. 

The whole thing was Timmy’s fault, I 
decided, full of envy at the good fortune 
of Alfreda, Beth and the others. It was 
his fault for rushing me into marriage 
before I was ready. He was to blame for 
causing me to miss the things I was entitled 
to. My constant nagging, although I 
didn’t consider it nagging at the time, final- 
ly touched off a bitter quarrel. 

“You’ve got to be reasonable about this,” 
Timmy argued. “That money I’ve saved 
has got to go for my tuition at school. Why 
is it that all of a sudden you’ve got to 
splurge on new clothes?” 

“All of a sudden?” I yelled back sar- 
castically. “For three years I’ve been 


mending and patching the few rags I’ve 
got and you wonder why I need clothes! 
I’m ashamed to even go around the corner 
to the store, I look so bad.” 

Timmy tried to calm me. “I know it’s 
been tough, Candy. Maybe we rushed into 
something that’s too much for us, and 
maybe—well, I’ve been thinking lately. If 
we were kids when we got married, we’re 
certainly adults now. Let’s act like it.” 

“T’ve been doing some thinking on my 
own!” I snapped. “Keep talking.” 

“What I had in mind ” He came 
over to me but I shrugged away his hands 
from my shoulders. “Let’s call it quits 
before we end up hating each other,” he 
suggested. 

“Divorce?” 
the word. 

He nodded. “It’s the only way, Candy. 
And of course I'll do what I can for you.” 

“Ha! You can say that again, brother! 
You'll take care of me, and good! Three 
years of my life you’ve wasted and you’re 
going to make it up to me—every second 
of it!” 


QINCE it wasn’t contested, 
” came off without a hitch. But as the 
date for the final decree neared, I was no 
longer so sure it was what I wanted. It 
was not that anything remained of the 
Grand Passion we had for each other; we 
both realized that had mistaken an 
adolescent awakening of emotions as the 
real thing and that for the last two years 
of our ill-fated marriage we had remained 
together even though love had become a 


My angry lips clipped off 





the divorce 


we 


stranger. 

No, what irked me and preyed on my 
mind was that Timmy had been my first 
love and would forever be a part of me. No 
woman can ever completely forget the man 
who gives her her first real kiss. who first 
explores the secret of love with her. But 
Timmy had fallen out of love with me, and 


my vanity was sorely wounded. It wasn’t 
even because of a new love, a prettier and 
more understanding woman. He _ just 


stopped loving me. That was too much 
for my feminine pride to accept passively. 
I swore I would make him pay through 
the nose and I did. 

Even after I found myself a surprisingly 
good job where the boss encouraged me to 
study shorthand and typing at night school. 
I insisted on getting the $25 weekly ali- 
mony Timmy had agreed to pay. I didn’t 
know how he managed to make the pay- 


ments and remain in school, but somehow 


he did. When Mother or one of my friends 
suggested that I release Timmy from his 


my adamant answer was al- 
ways the same: “He took three years of 
my life. He’s got to pay!” 

Now and then a payment would be a day 
late, but it came through 
eventually. But so after the 
divorce, three weeks rolled around without 
a word from Timmy. I decided to see for 
myself what the trouble was, even though 
I could easily have left it to Mr. Gorley, 
Timmy still lived in the little 


obligation, 


or so always 


a year or 


my lawyer. 
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one-and-a-half-room apartment we’d shared 
for three years, I noted distastefully, and 
I was glad that I had dressed my best in 
anticipation of my visit. I wanted him to 
be sure and notice that I was doing all 
right for myself. 

I rang the bell and waited, noting how 
shabby and rundown the building was 
compared with the new place Mother and I 
had taken. Timmy answered the door and 
stood there with surprise written all over 
his face. 

“Candy!” he exclaimed. 

“Well, aren’t you going to invite me in?” 
I asked airily. 

He hesitated a moment. “I’ve got com- 
pany, but—sure, why not? Come on in.” 

There was a girl on the living room 
couch, the very same couch on which 
Timmy and I had known so many delight- 
ful moments. Something akin to jealousy 
gripped my heart as I saw how at home 
she seemed, her feet drawn up under her 
and her head relaxed against the cushions. 

“Candace, this is Ellen,” Timmy said, 
somewhat discomforted. “Ellie, this is 
Candace, my—” 

“Oh, yes,” smiled the girl. 
told me about you.” 

I studied her carefully. Was this the 
new love in Timmy’s life? She was pretty 
enough, in a mousy sort of way, and she 
had beautiful dove-like eyes that watched 
Timmy with an adoring look that left no 
mistake as to how she felt about him. 

“You’re certainly looking fine, Candy,” 
Timmy commented, his eyes taking in my 
new outfit. 

“Thanks. I think I'll live.” 

There was a strained silence and then, 
after glancing at Ellen as if seeking en- 
couragement, he said in a tight voice, “I 
know why you’re here, Candy, and—well, 
[ hate to ask, but I’m afraid I'll need a 
little more time.” 

“Oh?” I raised my eyebrows and waited. 

“Yes, you see, I’m almost through with 
my tailoring course and it’s going to take 
every cent I can get my hands on to get 
started.” 

“Timmy’s got a chance to take over a 
shop from a fellow who’s retiring.” Ellen 
added eagerly. “It’s a swell location, 
and i 

The cold look in my eyes stopped her 
and I got up to go. “I’m sorry, Timmy, 
but you made a bargain. You’ve got to go 
through with it.” 

He clenched his fists and started to say 
something, but Ellen put out a restraining 
hand and he merely glared at me. I strolled 
to the door. “Ill expect the money first 
thing next week,” I announced. 

The money arrived on schedule. “It’s all 
wrong,” said Mother, shaking her head at 
me. “You don’t need that money.” 

“IT can always use money!” I told her, 
toying with the crisp bills in my hand. 

“Tt’s a sin and a shame! I just know 
that he could use that money,” she scolded. 

“Then let him get some more!” I 
snapped. 

But after that the payments got more 


“Timmy has 
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irregular and finally stopped altogether. I 
rushed to Mr. Gorley’s office, determined 
to get Timmy straightened out. The re- 
ceptionist directed me to another office in 
the suite. “Mr. Gorley has turned your 
case over to Mr. Atkins,” she told me. 


| pose George Atkins was just like 
my first meeting with Timmy, only 
with a lot more added. He was a tall, 
good-looking, serious-faced man with a 
touch of premature gray at the temples. 
His quiet manner and steady brown eyes 
awakened complete confidence. He un- 
folded his long legs and rose as I entered 
the office. “Come right in, Mrs. Durham,” 
he invited in a deep. resonant voice. 
“Please sit down.” 

He opened the file in front of him and 
studied it a moment. “Hmm. This is a 
pretty good record of payment until just a 
short time ago. Do you know of any rea- 
son why Mr. Durham should suddenly fall 
behind?” he asked. 

I tried to keep my wandering thoughts 
on the business at hand. “No. I don’t, Mr. 
Atkins. Unless—” I smiled at him. “It 
might be another woman.” 

“Well, that gives him no right to ignore 
his obligations,” the lawyer said. “The 
court granted you $25 weekly and he must 
pay.- Are there any children?” he _ in- 
quired, checking through the file again. 

A hot flush burned my cheeks and I felt 
I had to justify taking the money. “No, 
but there’s my mother. you see. She took 
care of me while I was a child and it’s only 
right that I do what I can for her now.” 

“Of course, of course. Well, Mrs. Dur- 
ham, just leave everything to me. I'll get 
in touch with him and rest assured you'll 
get what’s coming to you.” 

It was ironic the way George Atkins’ 
words came back to haunt me. I did get 
what was coming to me, but in a way I least 
expected and with heart-breaking conse- 
quences. It began with my falling in love 
with George. In a way. losing my heart 
to him was inevitable. For a year or more 
I had nursed in my heart the bitterness at 
the failure of my marriage and resisted 
the attempts of other men to make me for- 
get. The hurt was too deep and too recent 
for me to accept more than just the casual 
friendship of other men. 

By the time I met George. my _ love- 
starved heart was ready to open up at the 
first sign of affection. So I contrived ways. 
invented excuses to see George and soon 
we had our first date. I was happier than 
I had ever been before getting the attention 
from George that I had denied myself for 
so many months. Meanwhile. George had 
been to see Timmy. Timmy flatly refused 
to pay another cent and told George that 
he’d go to jail first. 

“That’s the next step, Candace,” George 
told me soberly one night after a show. 
He paused. “I don’t know whether you 
want to take such drastic action—” 

“Of course I do,” I insisted, wondering 
why he seemed so reluctant to suggest it. 

He was silent for a long moment. “Very 


well then, we'll get a ne exeat as soon as 
possible.” 

I learned that a ne exeat was a court 
order that would jail Timmy unless he paid 
and I was sure that he would lose some of 
his stubbornness once he was faced with 


the prospect of going to jail. A few days 
later I decided to drop in to see Timmy. I 
had nothing definite in mind, but life for 
me had been so beautiful since meeting 
George, I guess I was feeling a lot more 
kindly toward Timmy than ever before. 
Maybe in the back of my mind there was 
even the thought of releasing him from the 
terrific strain he was under. 

But when I got to the apartment, it was 
Ellen, sad-faced and _ teary-eyed, who 
opened the door. “I—I came to see Tim- 
my.” I told her. 

“He’s—he’s not here. But I'd like to 
talk to you—if you don’t mind,” she said. 

We went inside and for a while after we 
sat down she said nothing, just looked 
miserable and nervously twisted her fin- 
gers. “You must hate him an awful lot,” 
she said finally. 

I laughed. “No, I don’t hate Timmy.” 

“Then give us a break!” she pleaded. 

“Us?” 

“Yes. We—I’m in love with Timmy. I 
want to marry him.” 

“Go ahead,” I told her. “Marry him 
today. for all I care. He’s a free man.” 

“A free man!” The anger in her voice 
startled me. “You’re free. but not Timmy. 
Oh, sure! You divorced him, but then 
you put a chain around his neck! Look at 
you!” Ellen was sobbing hysterically now. 
“Nice clothes, nothing to worry about. You 
don’t need that money. You don’t even 
want it! You’re just getting revenge for 
something that nobody can be blamed for.” 

I tried to quiet her, but she shrank away 
from my touch. 

“We—-we want to get married, see? But 
we can’t afford it. Did you ever wonder 
why I’m over here so often? Why I stay 
all night? Well, it’s because half a loaf is 
better than none. I’m a part-time wife 
because you won’t let me be a real one!” 

I was stunned by her frank confession. 
She really loved him! Perhaps I was 
wrong. had been wrong from the begin- 
ning. “I’m sorry, Ellen.” I murmured. 
trying to console her. “Maybe something 
can be done about it. Where’s Timmy?” 

“Where is he?” She was fairly scream- 
ing now. “He’s in jail, that’s where he is. 
And you put him there!” 

I made a hasty exit. Once outside. how- 
ever, the sympathy that Ellen’s sobs had 
evoked soon left me. So Timmy was in 
jail? It served him right! He deserved 
it, I kept telling myself. Let him suffer as 
I had. Nevertheless, the scene with Ellen 
had upset me so much that I stopped into 
a cocktail lounge and ordered a drink. It 
was then that I drank my silent, vengeful 
toast to my ex-husband: to Timmy Dur- 
ham; address—Alimony Row, county jail! 


ig WAS a long time before I realized 
what was happening to my relationship 
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Several days passed and I 
didn’t see him. Then, when I phoned, his 
secretary relayed curt messages to me—he 
was busy, he was out, he would get in touch 
with me. Unable to stand it any longer, I 
made up my mind to find out what was 
happening. I went down to his office and 
announced that I intended to wait there 
until George found time to see me. Finally, 
after eyeing me uncomfortably, the recep- 
tionist disappeared down the hall and re- 
turned to tell me that George would see me. 

“Well! You must be making plenty of 
money, busy as you’ve been the past two 
weeks!” I said jokingly. 

“There’s more to life than money, Can- 
dace.” he said quietly, eluding the kiss I 


with George. 





aimed at his cheek. 

“What kind of reception is that?” I de- 
manded in mock anger. “I don’t see you 
for ages and I don’t even get a kiss!” 

George turned to me and took me in his 
arms. His eyes searched my face and my 
knees wobbled at the look in them. With 
a sigh that was almost a groan he drew me 
close and bruised my parted lips with a 
deep, passionate kiss. A_ ball of fire 
seemed to explode inside me and flowed 
through my quivering body like waves of 


flame. I went limp in his arms. It’s still 

the same! I exulted inwardly. He loves 
! 

me! 


Finally George gently drew my arms 
from around his neck and led me to a 
chair. “That was more like it!” I declared, 
taking out my mirror and lipstick to repair 
the damage. 

“But it’s no good!” he said savagely. 

I glanced up quickly, a sudden unknown 
fear gripping my heart. “What do you 
mean, darling?” 

“You—me— it’s no good.” 
pace the floor, rubbing the back of his neck 
with one hand and not looking at me. “I’ve 
been doing a lot of thinking the past few 
days, Candace. That’s reason [| 
avoided you.” 

“Avoided me!” The fear mushroomed 
into a big lump that settled around my 
heart. 

“Yes, I deliberately avoided seeing you 
until I thought this thing through.” 

“And—have you thought it through?” I 
asked fearfully. 

He stopped suddenly and whirled to face 
me. “Do you see this suit I’m wearing?” 

The unexpected question gave me a 
start. “Yes, it’s beautiful!” I exclaimed. 
“You didn’t give me a chance to mention 
aS” 

“Well, it was made by a man who’s rot- 
ting away in county jail!” 

“Timmy!” 

“Yes. We got to talking when I went to 
see him about your alimony. One thing 
led to another and—well. I asked him to 
miake a suit for me.” 

I didn’t know quite what to say. 
a good tailor.” I commented. 


He began to 


one 


“He’s 


Too good to 
be cooped up in jail like a common crimi- 
nal,” he said accusingly. 

“But how was I to know he’d be so darn 


“And a damn good man! 


stubborn?” I asked plaintively. 

“There’s more to it than that, Candace.” 
He dragged thoughtfully on his cigarette. 
“To begin with, you both made a mistake— 
Okay. Timmy agreed to pay you alimony 
and it was only right that he should. But 
then there came a time when you no longer 
needed the money. He did. He wanted to 
go into business, but your greed and your 
vindictiveness kept him from it.” 

All my instincts arose to defend myself. 
“But what has with us, 
darling?” I begged. going over to him and 


this got to do 


clutching his arm. 

“T love you, Candace. The first time I 
saw you I said to myself, here’s everything 
I want in a wife. My eyes are open now.” 

Suddenly I was crying, weeping tears of 
“It’s because I’m a divorcee 


I ac- 


self pity. 
because I’ve been married before!” 
cused. 

George gave me a pitying smile. “You 
still don’t understand, do you? Look, I’ve 
handled enough divorce cases to know that 
people make honest mistakes and if they’re 
adult enough to admit. they can build a 
new life. But when their hearts are filled 
with revenge and petty hate, they’re just 
like spoiled brats.” 

I cringed before his accusations, wanting 
to beg his forgiveness. to tell him I had 
changed, but the words refused to come. 

“T never really believed you’d go through 
with it. putting a man you once loved into 
jail. I’m sorry. Candace, but I don’t think 
I could appreciate a wife that small and 
mean.” 

“That’s right, blame me!” I flared, try- 
ing to ease the dull ache his words had 


brought. “But why shouldn’t you take 
Timmy’s part? You’re a man, too!” I 


dabbed at my eyes angrily. “All right. 
you say you were wrong about me, maybe 
I was wrong about you. Timmy’s in jail 
and he’s going to rot there for all I care! 
You’re my lawyer, and- 

“T was your lawyer.” George announced 
with finality. “I wash my hands of the 
whole thing—and you. too!” 

That was it. All the bitterness and dis- 
trust I had felt towards Timmy was now 
turned against George and all other men. 
I walked out of the office knowing I was 
leaving behind whatever hope I might have 
had in the future, but too angry and too 
stubborn to stop myself. 

For a month—30 days and 30 nights- 
Timmy jail, but his suffering 
couldn’t have been half as great as mine. 
Nothing I could do took my mind off 
George: memories of the wonderful times 


was in 


we had together came flooding back to dis- 
turb my waking thoughts and at night my 
dreams were wild nightmares of bars and 
jails and money and laughing, jeering 
faces. 

It began to affect my work and finally 
my boss suggested a little vacation; a cou- 
ple of weeks to pull myself together. So 
with Mother’s help I packed my bags and 


got ready for a trip to New York. where 


Patsy now lived with her young doctor 
husband. Just before the taxi drove up to 
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take me to the station, Mother gave me an 
affectionate kiss and asked hopefully, 
“Isn’t there something you want to do be- 
fore you leave?” She gathered me in her 
arms and pressed my head to her bosom. 
“There are some things you can’t get away 
from no matter how far you run,” she said 
wisely. 

Tears brimmed my eyes and I fought to 
control my voice. “I know what you mean, 
Mother,” I said mournfully. “On the way 
to the station I'll stop by the lawyer’s and 
have him take care of it. Timmy should 
be out of jail by tomorrow morning.” 

She hugged me to her. “That’s my baby! 
Now get on out of here and have yourself 
a good time in New York.” 

A good time? My aching heart told me 
that life held nothing but emptiness for 
me now that I had lost George. I could 
not even hope to get him out of my mind 
just because I was taking a trip. The most 
I could hope for was an easing of the pangs 
of guilt and a lessening of the dull ache 
around my heart. 

Yet, even the New York trip was des- 
tined to add to my unhappiness. Patsy 
was not only happily married, but had an 
adorable baby girl who was the center of 
attraction in their cozy household. Seeing 
Patsy and the handsome young doctor she 
had married billing and cooing at each 
other and showering the baby with love 


and tenderness made me realize for the 
first time what marriage can really mean. 

It had been impossible to have this with 
Timmy, since neither he nor I knew what to 
look for. I still did not know the give and 
take, the compromises nor the genuine, 
deep-rooted love that marriage can bring 
when I lost my heart to George. I was still 
the selfish. vain creature I had been while 
I was married to Timmy, and now I was 
grateful that George had been wise 
enough to sense that. 

I did a lot of soul-searching those two 
weeks I spent with Patsy, and she offered 
a most kind and sympathetic shoulder for 
me to cry on. When I left New York I was 
no longer a spoiled brat, but a woman who 
had learned compassion; a woman, I was 
sure, who was ready for mature, soul-satis- 
fying love. 

I’m back home now and Timmy and 
Ellen invited me to their wedding. They 
were the first people I saw on my return 
and I humbly begged their forgiveness for 
the heartaches I had caused them. I envied 
them in their happiness, but it was not a 
bitter feeling. It was a sincere prayer that 
someday I might find a small portion of 
what they had. 

Maybe I will, too. For when Timmy 
invited me to the wedding, he added with a 
sly smile, “Be sure and be there, Candy. 
George is going to be the best man!” 


THE END 





Child Care 


(Continued from Page 51) 


where they cannot be reached by phone, 
it then becomes their duty to call in at 
least once during the evening in order to 
make sure everything is all right. 

Remember that a baby sitter is human. 
Prepare a snack for her and place it where 
it will be available in case she should get 
hungry. Allow her to use the radio or tele- 
vision but request that she keep it turned 
down so that it won’t disturb either the 
child or the neighbors. Some baby sitters 
like to have their boy friends over to keep 
them company after the child is safely 
tucked in bed but I do not believe that 
this is a good practice. Baby sitting is 
work; it is a job. A young girl who 
worked on any other job would not expect 
to be allowed to have her boy friend come 
by and stay for any length of time and she 
should not expect it on a baby sitting job. 
She is being paid to take care of a child 
and she should be free at all times to do 
just that. 

The best sitter is one who can keep calm 
and do what is right during an emergency. 
A sitter who goes to pieces when anything 
goes wrong is a poor baby sitter no matter 
how efficient she seems when things are 
running smoothly. Actually, the chief rea- 
son she is here is for the protection of the 
child. 

It is usually late when a couple returns 
after a rare evening of recreation and the 
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parents should assume the responsibility 
for getting the baby sitter home safely. 
Upon your return there are three things 
you should do. First check to make sure 
everything is all right. Then pay the sitter 
promptly the amount you have agreed to 
pay her. If it turns out that she has done 
an exceptionally good job (perhaps she 
has -washed the dishes which you told her 
she could leave in the sink) it might be 
wise to tip her a little extra. It will make 
her more willing to come back again when 
you need her. And lastly, see that she gets 
safely to her door. This means that either 
she should be driven home or placed in a 
taxi which will take her right to her door. 

Parents who can secure a competent, 
likeable and dependable baby sitter are 
very lucky. If you have one, treat her well 
for despite the huge number of girls who 
do such work the expert baby sitter is a 
rarity. 
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Pushover 4 
(Continued from page 31) 


“Good,” she said, picking up her purse | 


and rising to go. “I was afraid that you 
might make other plans if I didn’t let you 
know in time. 
the bowling alley last night. But when he 
didn’t see Ted, I rushed right over.” 

For one awful second my heart stopped 


beating and I had to steady myself against | 


a chair. Ted had been bowling last night. 
He had left early in the evening with his 
bowling ball and shoes in the canvas bag. 
Wednesday night had been his regular 
night for bowling with the fellows for the 
past year. 

Nell continued her chatter all the way 
to the door and finally I eased her out onto 
the porch and closed the door behind her. 
Then I walked weakly back into the living 
room and sank into a chair. Nell’s revela- 
tion had hit me with the force of a bomb- 
shell and I needed time to collect my 
thoughts. If Ted hadn’t been at the bowl- 
ing alley, then where had he been those 
four or five hours away from home? 

Maybe Nell’s husband had somehow 
missed seeing Ted; perhaps Ted had gone 
to another place instead of the Arcade. 
But these and other explanations I quickly 
rejected. Almost instinctively I knew thet 
he had not gone bowling the night before 
and for all I knew it was not the first time. 
The terrifying thought, crashing through 
my smugness gave me such a jolt that I 
rushed over to Ted’s liquor cabinet and 
poured myself a drink. The powerful drink 
gagged me and I went into a fit of cough- 
ing that brought tears to my eyes. But 
when it was over I regained my confidence. 

How silly of me, I chided myself. There 
was probably some very simple explana- 
tion for what had happened, nothing at 
all like the silly fears that at first leaped 
into my mind. So I forced myself to com- 
plete my household chores and prepared a 
special dinner for Ted. Just as I put the 
steak in the broiler, the telephone rang 
and I went to answer it, hoping it wouldn't 
be one of my long-winded friends. It was 
Ted. 

“T’m sorry, Annette,” he said, “but some- 
thing has come up here at the office. I 
won’t be home for dinner.” 

Panic welled up in me, but I tried to 
hide my disappointment under a cloak of 
easy laughter. “Wouldn’t you know it! 
Just when I’d fixed an extra special treat 
for you, you’ve got to work late. Oh well. 
I guess I can keep the steak warm until—” 

“Please don’t bother, honey,” he said. 
“J—I’m not sure when I'll get through 
down here.” 

I controlled my voice with difficulty. 
“i?” 


I told Bill to tell Ted at | 
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“The district manager came in today,’ 
he explained, “and found the records of 
some of the agents in pretty bad shape. 
Better not wait up for me.” 

Long minutes after we said goodbye I 
sat there by the telephone, unable to think 
or move. The nameless fear that enveloped 
my whole being seemed to be the only 
reality in the world. Everything else was 
like a bad dream. Finally the acrid odor 
of burning steak snapped me out of my de- 
pression and I rushed into the kitchen. The 
meat was burned to a crisp and it was then 
that I broke down and gave vent to the 
tears of frustrated anger. 

Much later I sat in front of my dressing 
table. still dazed by the sudden change in 
what I had come to regard as a permanent 
pattern of life. But things do change; 
nothing stays the same forever. Just a 
glance at my tear-streaked face staring 
puffy-eyed back at me from the mirror was 
enough to convince me of that. My hair 
was frowsy and I appeared older than my 
32 years. Considering myself “in my late 
20's” these past few years was only fooling 
myself. I realized and I suddenly won- 
dered whether I had really fooled any of 
my friends and acquaintances. 

No, I had to face it: I was on the “wrong 
side” of 30, I had maintained a perfect 
house, but at the expense of my personal 
appearance, and now I had to face the 
consequences. I was losing my husband! 

But my reaction to this knowledge was 
strange, and yet for me, a very normal one. 
Being a modern young matron, I had 
yearly subscriptions to everything from 
Ebony to Vogue and House & Garden, and 
I read religiously every article on feminine 
charm and beauty care. Until now, how- 
ever. they had merely meant pleasant read- 
ing for idle hours. But this evening, rudely 
shaken out of the rut into which I had 
fallen, I fell back on my knowledge of 
beauty lore gained from my reading. If 
ever there was a time to apply it, this was 
it! 

Of course, I didn’t arrive at this decision 
by a logical step-by-step process. The an- 
swer seemed to emerge out of the welter 
of ideas and thoughts provoked by the 
suspicion that Ted had found other inter- 
ests. I had no- proof that some “other 
woman” had made a triangle of our happy 
twosome. but I was sophisticated enough 
to face the possibility. Moreover, even if 
I was making a mountain out of a molehill. 
I knew that a woman can never take a man 
for granted. It would be good “husband 
insurance” for me to start paying closer 
attention to my appearance, I decided. 

I felt much better as I went about carry- 
ing out my plan. First, I bathed in a tub 
of warm water. fragrant with plenty of 
bath crystals. Then I rubbed my body dry 
until a faint reddish tint appeared beneath 
the brown smoothness of my skin. I took 
down my hair and brushed it until the long 
black waves hung to my shoulders. Lip- 
stick, eye shadow and just a touch of per- 
fume behind the ears and I was finished. 
There was a chance, I thought, that Ted 


might get home early after all, so I took 
out the lacy negligee he had given me for 
my birthday and which I had not bothered 
to wear before now. 

I studied myself critically in the full 
length mirror as I felt the cool, soft gar- 
ments caress me. Yes, my figure was still 
good; a little fuller and more mature than 
it was when Ted first saw and fell in love 
with me, but more alluring because of it. 
The excitement of my preparations began 
to have its effect now and my pulse quick- 
ened as I anticipated Ted’s surprise when 
he came home. Some cocktails, I decided, 
would give just the right touch to the “new 
deal” I was about to introduce into my 
marriage. So I mixed a batch of Man- 
hattans and set the shaker near the sofa. 
Then I leaned back to wait for Ted’s ar- 
rival. 


OMEHOW., it didn’t occur to me that he 

wouldn’t be home soon, even though he 
hadn’t been sure when he called. I clung 
with childlike faith to the hope that any 
minute I would hear his key in the door 
because this would mean that all my fears 
were just imaginary. The sudden sound 
of the doorbell broke into the silence and 
startled me. My knees wobbled a little 
as I went to answer the door. and not be- 
cause of the two cocktails I had sipped 
while waiting, but at the thought of recap- 
turing the spirit of romance that had gone 
out of our relationship. 

But when I opened the door, it was 
Harvey. a fellow who worked in Ted’s 
office, who stood before me. “Hi, sugar!” 
he greeted me. “Is that husband of yours 
Tell him your boy friend is here 


K 


here? 
to—” 

He stopped short and his eyes widened 
in astonishment. A good friend of the fam- 
ily, Harvey often dropped in and his gag 
about being my boy friend was a standing 
joke he pulled on the wives of all his pals. 
He was a practical joker. the “life of the 
party” type. He was a nice fellow. but 
slightly bald and paunchy, hardly the ro- 
mantic type. 

Yet, as Harvey stood at the door. his 
mouth agape and his eyebrows raised, he 
stared at me as if for the first time. The 
look in his eyes was the approving kind 
that never fails to inflate a woman’s ego. 
“Wow! Get a load of the glamour girl!” 
he exclaimed. His eyes traveled down, 
slowly. appreciatively. “This is one night 
I hope your old man is out—out of the 
state!” 

Before I could tell him that Ted really 
wasn’t home, he brushed past me and went 
into the house calling for Ted. 

“Ted isn’t home yet.” I told him. “He 
he had to work late tonight.” 

He followed me into the living room. “I 
didn’t want anything special.” Harvey said, 
eyeing the cocktail shaker and the two 
“Just happened to 
be passing and saw the light.” 

“Will you have a drink before you go?” 


glasses I had set out. 


I invited. 
He hesitated for a moment. 


“No, Til 





run along. Looks like you’re expecting 
company,” he added, his knowing glance 
roving from me to the drinks and back 
again. 

“Only Ted,” I said, but my cheeks 
burned at what his words had implied. Si- 
lently I poured the drinks and handed him 
a glass.” 

“Well, maybe I will have a quick one.” 
He raised his glass and proposed a toast. 
“Here’s to all thoughtful wives who realize 
that a man can appreciate a homecoming 
like this!” 

I smiled my thanks and he added mock- 
ingly, “Of course, ‘Shorty’ would appre- 
ciate it too!” 

“That’s not funny!” I snapped. “There 
are some things you don’t joke about, 
Harvey!” 

His face grew serious, but there was a 
mischievous twinkle in his eye. “What'd I 
say?” he asked innocently. 

I was angered by his crude humor. “You 
implied that I had—well, fixed myself up 
and made these drinks for someone else, 
not Ted.” 

“Did I say all that?” 
at me. 

“Please.” I begged, putting a hand to 
my forehead. “I’ve had a pretty hard 
day, and—” 

“Sure. I understand, Annette,” Harvey 
smiled, leaning over and giving my thinly 
clad thigh a familiar pat. 

At the door, he gave me another leering 
glance. “Sorry if I said something 
wrong,” he apologized. 

Harvey left after that, but I couldn’t get 
rid of the uneasy feeling that he really 
thought I was waiting to keep a rendezvous 
with a lover. Usually at that time of night 
Ted was buried in the evening paper or 
busy with work he had brought home with 
him from the branch office he managed 
for an insurance firm. Harvey’s insinua- 
tions coming on top of Ted’s failure to 
come home to the little welcome I had 
prepared left me angry and upset. Noth- 
ing, it seemed, had gone right that day. 


His eyes smirked 


But I didn’t learn how wrong things had 

gone until the party at Nell’s that Sat- 
urday. What was to have been my big 
night with Ted flopped miserably; he came 
home long after I had crawled into bed and 
dropped off to a troubled sleep. For the 
next few days I slipped back into my 
household routine, forgetting all about the 
new lease on life I had so optimistically 
planned for Ted and me. Ted, it seemed, 
had grown strangely quiet and preoccupied 
and I wondered whether it was the weight 
of responsibility at the office that made him 
so. The only other explanation was one I 
dreaded to even think about—that some- 
thing else was on Ted’s mind, another 
woman. 

So I dressed for Nell’s party as carefully 
as I could. The results were even more 
than I had hoped for. As usual, Ted was 
dressed and waiting for me in the living 


room with good-natured impatience. I 


stood in the doorway a moment, watching 
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him concentrate on filling his pipe. Ted 
was not a tall man, but his clothes draped 
easily over his stocky, well-built frame. 
His rugged jaw dominated the rest of his 
features, and the way his eyes crinkled and 
white, even teeth sparkled when he smiled 
still sent a thrill of pride through me after 
all these years of marriage. This hand- 
some man, with his appealing, almost boy- 
ish ways, was mine! Or was he? 

I tried to visualize his arms around some 
other woman, their lips locked in a pas- 
sionate embrace, and a cold chill gripped 
my heart. My love for Ted was stronger 
than ever and my jealousy the fiercer be- 
cause of it. Was it possible that the love 
I had taken for granted belonged now to 
someone else? No! my heart cried out, 
and | prayed that it was not too late to save 
my marriage from a fate that had taken its 
toll in more than one home within our 
circle of friends. 

All this flashed through my mind the few 
seconds before Ted glanced up and saw 
me standing there. “You certainly took 
your time.” he observed in a teasing tone. 

I put my hands on my hips and stepped 
out into the center of the room. “Well?” 

“But it was worth it!” He came over 
close to me and took my hands in his. “You 
know something,” he smiled, holding me at 
arm’s length and examining me from head 
to toe, “for two cents I’d duck Nell’s party 
and make a night of it. Just the two of us.” 

I nestled contentedly in his arms. my 
head on his chest. This was what I want- 
ed. Nell’s party or the people who would 
be there weren’t half as important to me as 
the smallest gesture of affection from the 
man I loved. Yet, I had promised Nell I’d 
be there, so when Ted added, “But it’s too 
late to back out now,” I reluctantly agreed 
that we would have to at least put in an 
appearance. 

He gave me an absent-minded peck on 
the cheek and said, “Maybe we can plan it 
for some other night, darling. I know I’ve 
been neglecting you lately, but it’s because 
I” 

I waited for him to continue, but he 
dropped it there, shrugging his shoulders 
and leading the way out to the car. It was 
the maddening doubts caused by Ted’s at- 
titude as much as the boredom at Nell’s 
affair that drove me to raise my sagging 
spirits with cocktails downed in rapid suc- 
cession. I had helped Nell fix the trays of 
sandwiches when Ted and I had first ar- 
rived. Ted got involved in a deep discus- 
sion with a couple of the fellows and I suf- 
fered through a few hands of bridge. But 
I couldn’t keep my mind on the cards and 
the chit-chat of the girls failed to hold my 
interest. Once or twice I caught Harvey 
eyeing me with a faint smile on his pudgy 
face. Finally he detached himself from 
the bunch of men and came over behind 
my chair. 

“Come on, sugar,” he said, “let’s dance. 
If your old man can’t treat you right, then 
I guess it’s up to me.” 

“Please do!” encouraged Emma, shift- 
ing her bulk in the folding chair. “An- 
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nette’s mind is a million miles away from 
the game, anyway.” she added. still peeved 
because of a bonehead play I had made. 

“I’m sorry. girls.” I murmured, rising 
from my seat. “Maybe I do need a change 
of pace.” 

“You're certainly dressed for it!” one of 
them remarked cattily as I moved away 
with Harvey, but I didn’t bother to answer. 

Harvey was an amazingly good dancer 
and for a while we danced silently. con- 
centrating on the fancy steps he liked to 
invent. Ted looked over at us once, tossed 
me a quick smile, then went back to his 
conversation. If he had noticed a change 
for the better in me. the effect didn’t last 
long, I thought ruefully. 

The tempo of the music had changed 
and our feet were barely moving as the 
rhythms of a slow drag blared from the 
phonograph. Harvey was crushing me 
closer and closer, his hands pawing me in a 
familiar manner. 

“Take it easy, Harv!” one of the men 
called. “That’s a married woman you're 
dancing with. Better get off that dime!” 

Harvey chuckled and tightened his em- 
brace. “Ted tells me he’s going to be out 
of town for a couple of weeks.” he whis- 
pered in my ear. His voice was intimate, 
suggestive. “Maybe Ill drop by one eve- 
ning.” 

I stiffened in his arms and broke away. 
“T think I'll see about the liquor supply,” 
I said to Nell as I hurried past the bridge 
table and into the kitchen. I closed the 
door behind me and leaned against it. wait- 
ing for the sinking sensation in the pit of 
my stomach to subside. My head was in a 
whirl. Harvey’s none-too-subtle hints had 
something to do with the way I felt. but his 
announcement of Ted’s trip had really 
floored me. Ted hadn’t said a word to me 
about it. yet Harvey and heaven knew who 
else had all the details. It was too much 
coming as it did on the heels of his still- 
unexplained absence from the bowling 
alley and his long night “at the office.” 

I swallowed a quick drink as I set to 
work mixing drinks and the raw liquor 
burned almost as much as the bitterness in 
my heart. At least Ted could have told his 
plans to his wife! Just then I heard ap- 
proaching voices and I quickly wiped 
away a tear from my eye. The door swung 
open. It was Harvey and a stranger I had 
been introduced to at the start of the eve- 
ning. 

“Here she is!” Harvey announced as if 
making a great discovery. 

“And here are the drinks.” added the 
stranger, giving me a friendly smile. 

Harvey picked up two clean glasses and 
handed them to me. “Sugar. this is Ralph 
Owens,” he said offhandedly. 

“Yes, I met him earlier,” I said. a little 
flustered because I’d forgotten his name. 

“Harvey tells me you’re an expert at 
this,” he said as I poured the drinks. “He 
said you made some Manhattans for him 
last week that were marvelous!” 

My hands trembled in anger and I glared 
at Harvey. What had he told this total 
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Had he implied to 
anyone else that I was entertaining him at 


stranger about me? 


the house while Ted was away? I con- 
trolled my temper with a great effort. A 
party wasn’t the place to make a scene, 
but I made up my mind to get Harvey told. 
This was carrying a joke much too far. 

I made the mistake of trying to explain. 
“Harvey just happened to drop in,” I said 
to Ralph. “Why, you’d be welcome any 
time you're in the neighborhood. Ted and 


I would be glad—” 


But the look in his eyes stopped me. | 
They were bold, challenging. and a know- | 


ing smile played around his mouth. 

“I—I’ve got to serve these.” I stam- 
mered., trying to hide my confusion. 

Ralph held the door open for me and I 
went into the other room. But for the rest 
of the night I felt his eyes studying me 
with a strange quizzical look that made my 
skin crawl. I avoided Harvey, but imagi- 
nary or real, I felt a change in the attitude 
of the other men there. Men who had 
known me for years, close friends of Ted’s 
and husbands of some of my best friends 
were quite bold in the sly remarks they 
made to me. All of them hinted that they 
were not the type who “kiss and tell” and 
fished for invitations to come by the house. 
I’m positive I got more attention that night 
than the prettiest unmarried girl present. 

It was annoying fending off the obvious 
passes made at me by men who hadn’t the 
slightest appeal for me. At the same time, 
I had to admit to myself that I gained a 
certain amount of satisfaction from their 
attentions. Their extravagant compli- 
ments and interest in me was like intoxi- 
cating wine. As the night wore on I no 
longer cared whether or not anyone was 
watching. The drinks had released all my 
restraint. I hoped that Ted was watching 
and that he felt some of the jealousy that 
had been tearing at my heart for the past 
week. 

I was in a beautiful alcoholic haze when 
Ted finally took me home. Everything 
that had happened was just a blur and I 
was still aglow from my new-found popu- 
larity. But I had failed to arouse the 
slightest reaction in Ted. He had some- 
thing on his mind, all right, but I was con- 
vinced it was not me! 


(THE NEXT AFTERNOON the jangling 

of the telephone sent a stab of pain 
through my throbbing head. When I an- 
swered it, Nell’s cheery voice jarred into 
my ears. 

“Oh, hello,” I said dully. “I meant to 
call you before now to tell you what a nice 
time I had last night.” 

“T’ll say you did! And you sound like 
you're paying for it now,” she giggled. 

“Please. Nell. I’m in no mood for cute- 
ness.” I protested. 

“You were certainly full of it last night! 
You were a big hit; the belle of the ball!” 
she went on. “And Ralph Owens pestered 
me so for your number, I finally gave it to 
him.” 

I was too astonished—and pleased—to 
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answer and she said doubtfully, “I hope 
you don’t mind, Annette. He is a nice fel- 
low and well—you know what you're doing, 
I guess—” 

“JT don’t know what you mean.” 

“Of course, some of the girls remarked 
about the way you were carrying on, but I 
told them, I said—” 

Nell’s voice droned on and on, but I was 
no longer listening. Had everyone gone 
crazy? All I had done was to fix my hair 
in a different style, wear a new dress and 
have a little fun at an otherwise boring 
party. Yet, all of a sudden, I was the tar- 
get of catty remarks from my friends and 
of crude passes from their husbands. 

I managed to cut Nell off, after promis- 
ing to call her back, and sat down to collect 
my thoughts. There was only one thing to 
do and that was to put a halt to the thing 
before it caused trouble. True enough, I 
was only human and couldn't help enjoy- 
ing being in the spotlight. Still, I had 
been around enough to know that notoriety 
of that sort can’t be had without ending up 
with a slightly tarnished reputation. 

When Ralph finally did call, I had my 
speech all ready. “I don’t know how it 
started,” I told him earnestly, “but appar- 
ently you got a pretty bad impression of 
me last night.” 

“Ts that so?” he said, and I couldn’t tell 
if he was mocking me or not. 

“Yes. From the way Harvey was acting 
you may have thought that he and I—” I 
blushed. It was impossible to put it into 
words. “You know what I mean.” 

“And of course it’s not true.” I still 
couldn’t tell whether he was laughing at 
me. 

“Tt’s the most ridiculous thing I ever 
heard!” Isnapped. “I’m a married woman 
and I happen to be in love with my hus- 
band.” 

“Congratulations!” he said drily, then 
added, “By the way. I won’t be able to take 
advantage of your invitation. I go on my 
vacation tomorrow.” 

“Invitation?” 

He sounded surprised. “Why yes. You 
asked me by to try your Manhattans, don’t 
you remember? We were dancing at the 
time.” 

I must have made a real spectacle of 
myself, I groaned inwardly. Every man at 
the party must have been encouraged to try 
his luck with me! I found out later that 
they were still trying. Shortly after Ralph 
had hung up. the phone rang again. This 
time it was Bill Tibbs, Nell’s husband. At 
first I assumed he was delivering a message 
to me from Nell, but after much hemming 
and hawing he came out with it. It seemed 
that Nell was going to visit her mother 
the same two weeks Ted was to be away— 
and since we’d both be pretty lonely. how 
about getting together? 

I was flabbergasted by Bill’s proposal. 
From the leer in his voice, I knew very well 
that what he had in mind was not an in- 
nocent dinner date. But Nell was too good 
a friend for me to get into a fight with her 
husband, so I told Bill off in no uncertain 


terms and slammed down the phone. 

For a while, I considered telling Ted 
about his friends who were suddenly on the 
make for me, then decided against it. On 
the face of it, whatever was happening, I 
had asked for it. I would have to work 
out the solution myself. Ted had finally 
gotten around to telling me about the busi- 
ness trip he had to make and I was so upset 
by the drastic turn my life had taken I had 
no time to worry about whether he had in- 
vented an excuse to get away for a while 
or was really on a trip for the company. 

I had just reached the conclusion that it 
might be a good thing since it would give 
me a chance to get straightened out. Then, 
the day before Ted was to leave, Harvey 
showed up. My first impulse was not to 
let him in. Then, knowing that he worked 
in the same office with Ted, I decided he 
could tell me whether my suspicions about 
Ted were true. But I soon learned that 
Harvey had other ideas. 

“Just thought I’d keep you company for 
a while.” he said jauntily. He winked at 
me. “I left Ted at the office. He'll be 
busy for a while.” 

I clasped and unclasped my hands nerv- 
ously. “Harvey,” I asked, “is he really 
working?” 

Harvey raised his eyebrows and looked 
mysterious. “He was when I left. But 
you know what they say—all work and no 
play—” 

There was so much I wanted to know. I 
wanted to fire question after question at 
him. It was the uncertainty of it that was 
so unbearable. 

“You look kind of wobbly,” Harvey said. 
“How about a drink?” 

I was too preoccupied to play the host- 
ess role. I nodded toward the liquor 
cabinet and he got it. He brought the 
brimming glass over to me. grinning slyly. 
He put one arm around my shoulder and 
raised the glass to my lips. I saw the tri- 
umphant look in his eyes. 

With an angry cry I knocked the glass 
from his hand. “You! You're the cause 
of it all,” I raged. “You and your filthy 
mind! Sneaking around behind Ted’s back 
and boasting to the whole world about 
things that never happened!” 

He retreated under my furious attack 
and I followed him towards the door, my 
hands balled into fists and tears of rage 
flooding my eyes. “And even if I were 
going to play around I certainly wouldn’t 
pick you!” I continued. flinging the words 
at him. “Ralph Owens would have more 
of a chance, and I just met him last night!” 

An evil grin spread across his fat face 
and he tried to recover his shattered pride. 
“Oh. so that’s the way it is!” he said in- 
sinuatingly. “Very interesting.” 

Unable to stand any more. I lashed out 
and my open palm landed against his 
cheek. “Get out! Get out!” I shouted. I 
slammed the door behind him and then, 
utterly drained of all strength, I made my 
way to the bedroom and slumped on the 
bed, sobbing. 

That was how Ted found me when he 


finally got home. He rushed over to me 
and took me into his arms. 

“Darling, darling! What’s the matter?” 
he pleaded. 

“Oh, Ted! Take me with you!” I 
sobbed. “I don’t want you to leave me here 
alone.” 

“So that’s it!” he sighed with obvious 
relief. “For a minute you had me worried. 
I thought it was—well, something impor- 
tant.” 

I dried my eyes and tried to speak calm- 
ly. “It is important, Ted. The most im- 
portant thing in the world. You've got to 
take me with you!” 

“I'd like nothing better, darling. Be- 
lieve me,” he said, going into the bathroom 
and weiting a wash cloth. He returned in 
a moment and gently bathed my face. “It 
would be wonderful—just the two of us. 
We'd have a second honeymoon and—” 

“That’s it,” I said eagerly. “We can do 
it, Ted. Oh, we’ve got to do it, darling!” 

He cradled me in his arms and shook 
his head sadly. “I wish we could, Annette. 
But it’s impossible. Ill be busy at the 
branch office in Cleveland day and night. 
We'd never see each other, and—I’ve got 
it! Why not run up to the country?” 

He tried in vain to soothe me, but I fell 
into a sullen silence. Finally he gave up 
his attempts to make love to me because I 
remained cold and unresponsive despite 
his caresses and words of affection. 

The next morning I decided to take Ted’s 
suggestion. The long drive into the in- 
terior of Michigan would be restful. if 
nothing else. So we both packed and after 
dropping Ted off at the airport, I drove to 
the highway and headed north. I had 
plenty of time to think. speeding down the 
road with the motor roaring monotonously 
in my ears, and I went over the past week 
hour by hour trying to discover just how 
and why things started going from bad to 
worse. 

The way Ted’s friends had acted toward 
me had opened my eyes, had caused me to 
wonder about Ted. If those men, sup- 
posedly happily married, lost no time in 
making a play for a woman they thought 
was an easy mark, then perhaps Ted was 
no different from them. Maybe that was 
why he had to make a “business trip” and 
didn’t bother to tell me about it until after 
everyone else in our bunch knew. Maybe 
that was why he didn’t want me tagging 
along with him to Cleveland. 


Y DISILLUSIONMENT changed to a 
dangerous devil-may-care attitude the 
day I drove into Tanglewood, the resort 
where Ted and I had a small cottage. It 
was the first time I had been up there alone 
and I found the freedom going to my head. 
So much was happening at the resort! 
Much more than I had ever seen with my 
husband. 

I slept days and spent the nights dancing 
under the stars at the lakeside pavilion. I 
met women like myself, who had shed their 
mates temporarily. and was amazed—and 
secretly thrilled—at the way they carried 


73 











on as if they were single. And I met men, 
married men minus their wives, who were 
only too eager to serve as escorts. 

One morning, after an all-night party at 
the summer home of one of my new ac- 
quaintances, someone suggested a sunrise 
beach party. So we all trooped down to 
the beach to watch the sun come up. A 
few of us wore bathing suits and I proudly 
displayed my figure, getting a glow of sat- 
isfaction at the attention it drew from the 
men. I was the only woman in the bunch 
who could swim, so when one of the fellows 
dared me to go out to the raft and back, I 
plunged into the chilly water and began 
swimming. 

But I was in no condition to make it after 
all the carousing I’d done and halfway to 
my goal, I began to flounder. The bunch 
on the shore thought my frantic efforts to 
stay afloat were great fun and they shouted 
encouragement and crazy advice. Then, 
just as my desperate struggles grew weak- 
er, I felt a strong arm around my shoul- 
ders. My rescuer headed for the float with 
easy, powerful strokes, and half dead, I 
was dragged aboard. 

When I had recovered enough strength 
to open my eyes, I found myself looking 
up into a familiar face. It was Ralph! 

“Did you bring some Manhattans with 
you?” he grinned. 

“T could stand a stiff drink right now!” 
[ said weakly. “Thanks for saving my 
life.” 

He flopped on his stomach beside me. 
“Believe it or not. I’ve been sitting here on 
this raft for two whole weeks, just waiting 
for you to swim along,” he said. 

I had regained enough strength to join 
him in a hearty laugh. His arm brushed 
against me and the electric sensation of his 
touch cut short my own laughter. I turned 
my head to look at him and his eyes were 
close to mine, bold and challenging. Just 
a slight movement, and his lips covered 
mine in a bruising, spine-tingling kiss. 
Then he drew away and said seriously, “I 
still want that drink!” 

He leaped to his feet and pulled me up. 
“Come on, we'll have it at my cottage.” 

After that storybook meeting, Ralph and 
I were together constantly. 

On the one or two cool evenings we had. 
Ralph lighted up the big fireplace in the 
house he had rented for the season. Then 
we'd sit before it, his head in my lap, and 
I'd lazily trace his handsome profile with 
the tip of my finger. Now and then, very 
casually, he would reach up and pull my 
head down to his and kiss me with a fierce- 
ness that was frightening. Somehow, I 
managed to keep my emotions under con- 
trol and eventually find some reason to 
break off this loveplay before it got out of 
hand. 

Then, one night after Ralph had picked 
me up at our cottage and driven to his 
place, it began to rain. 

We had dinner, then waited for the rain 
to stop so he could take me home. But the 
storm grew more violent, the wind fairly 
shouted through the tall pines and oaks. 
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The lights flickered ominously, then 
blinked out completely. We found some 
candles and while I lighted the fireplace, 
Ralph disappeared for a few minutes. 
When he returned. he was dripping from 
head to foot. “Looks like you’re stuck here 
for the night.” he announced with a wry 
smile. “The car won’t budge.” 

Then he went into the bedroom and I 
heard him moving about. For some reason 
I grew uneasy. The fury of the storm 
hadn’t abated, but I had almost grown used 
to the sound of it, so long had the thunder 
and the wind been drumming in my ears. 
Yet, this wasn’t the cause of the vague feel- 
ing of apprehension that began to steal 
over me. It increased when Ralph came 
out looking very sleek and handsome in a 
dressing gown. 

“Not a fit night out for man nor beast!” 
he said. throwing me a peculiar glance. “I 
was just out there for a minute and my 
clothes are soaking wet.” 

“You’re—you’re sure the car 
start?” I asked plaintively. 

He laughed. “I’m not a mechanic, my 
dear. Something in the motor is probably 
flooded and will have to be dried out.” 

“That puts me in a rather awkward posi- 
tion. Ralph.” My voice shook a little and 
I twisted the rings on my finger nervously. 

“T’d say you were in a pretty comfort- 
able position.” he answered suavely. He 
waved his hand. “Warm house—cozy fire 
—pleasant company.” His teeth flashed 
as he smiled and came over to the sofa 
where I sat hunched in one corner. “Un- 
less you don’t consider me pleasant com- 
pany, Annette.” he added. 

“But of course I do! I’ve had a marvel- 
ous time up here, thanks to you.” I told 
him. 

“It has been wonderful, hasn’t it?” 
Ralph agreed. his eyes boring deep into 
mine. He took my hands in his and sat 
down beside me. “We're two of a kind. 
that’s why we clicked right from the start.” 

“Two of a kind? I—I don’t understand.” 

He smiled as if we shared a deep, dark 
secret. “Oh. you know what I mean. I 
sensed it at Nell’s party that night you 
were being so gay——-and so provocative. I 
might add.” 

Ralph was being very charming, but the 
way his lips curled suggestively over the 
word “provocative.” irked me a little. “I 
remember being gay.” I countered, “But 
certainly not ‘provocative’ in any sense. 
Everybody was having a good time. There’s 
nothing wrong with that.” 

“Don’t get me wrong.” he hastened to 
protest. “I see nothing wrong in a woman’s 
wanting to be admired by men—and de- 
sired. Why. even before Harv told me 
about you, I said to myself as I watched 
you dancing. ‘Now there’s a woman who 
doesn’t mind having a little fun—no re- 
servations, anything goes!’ And I wasn’t 
far wrong, was I?” 

A creepy sensation ran along my neck. 
“Exactly what did Harvey tell you?” I de- 
manded. 

A smirk cressed his face. 


won't 


“Well, he 


didn’t have to tell me anything,” Ralph 


said. “I’ve got eyes. I saw the way he 
looked at you. And when he mentioned 
that little tete-a-tete that night your hus. 
band was away—” 

I tried to jerk my hands away, but he 
held them tight. “You don’t believe—you 
can’t think that—” I stuttered with help- 
less rage. 

He was pulling me to him. “But I’ve 
already said that I see nothing wrong in—” 

I struggled to free myself. but his strong 
fingers clamped around my hands. My 


fingers were squeezed together so tightly | 


that my rings cut into the flesh. The pain 
and my fury at the implication of his words 
gave me added strength and I finally pulled 
free. My left hand flew to my lips in an 
instinctive movement like a person makes 
when a finger is stuck with a pin. 

The stone in my engagement ring caught 
the flame from the fireplace and I stared 
horrified at the wedding band beneath it. 
The sight of that symbol of my marriage 
was the spark that set off the shock that 
froze my heart. “What am I doing here?” 
I asked myself. Ralph took a step toward 
me. his face dark with anger and frustra- 
tion. 

I looked around wildly. like a cornered 
animal. then before he could stop me. I 
dashed to the door and flung it open. For 
a moment that stretched into eternity I 
stood teetering on the edge of the porch, 
buffeted by the wind and rain. Behind me 
I heard Ralph cursing me. Bitterly he de- 
nounced me for “leading him on” and in 
his torrent of angry words. only one rose 
above the angry elements and crashed 
against my ears—‘‘Pushover!” he shouted. 
Then I flung myself headlong into the teeth 
of the storm. 

I don’t know how long it took me to 
reach the cottage. clothes torn, my body 
wet and scratched by the underbrush. But 
I finally made it. I dropped exhausted on 
the bed of my cottage. “I’m no pushover! 
I'm not—I’m not!” I whispered weakly, 
then everything went black. 

The next day I wrote Ted a long letter, 
telling him everything. I begged him to 
come up and get me. It took every ounce 
of courage I possessed to drop that letter 
into the mail chute at the local post office, 
but the moment it slipped out of my hand 
a great weight seemed to lift from my ach- 
ing heart. 

When Ted returns from Cleveland, the 
letter will be there at home waiting for 
him. Perhaps he will toss it into the waste- 
basket. I don’t know. I intend to remain 
here until the end of the season. If he 
comes for me, it will be one day soon— 
tomorrow, maybe. 

When he gets here. as my heart tells me 
he will, he'll find a wife who has learned 
that faith and trust are the keysiones of 
marriage. And he'll find a wife who has 
the courage to ignore the most malicious 
gossip that evil tongues can invent, for she 
knows now for certain that she is no 


THE END 


pushover. 








Se A mee 














Ralph 
ay he 
‘ioned 
- hus- 


ut he 
—you 
help- 


t I’ve | 


in 








t 


trong | 


My 


ightly 


pain | 


words 
ulled 
in an 
nakes 


aught 
tared 
th it. 
riage 

that 
sre?” 
ward 
istra- 


n1ered 
ne. I 
For 
ity I 
orch, 
d me 
e de- 
id in 
rose 
ished 
uted. 
teeth 


ie to 
body 

But 
don 
ver! 


akly, 


>tter, 
m to 
unce 
etter 
fice, 
hand 
ach- 


. the 
: for 
aste- 
main 
f he 


on 


s me 
rned 
‘s of 

has 
‘jous 
- she 

no 


“ND 











Men 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 




















Raveen’s new scientific formula 
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What’s 
Wrong 
With 
Our 





Women 
(Continued from Page 25) 


night until six o’clock in the morning. She 
was happy when I came home. That was 
wonderful. But when I had a job where 
[ only worked from eight o’clock until 
midnight—then came home at six in the 
morning—well. that was different. 

Whenever I came home at that hour we 
always had to argue until about 12 o’clock 
the next day. I couldn’t get any sleep— 
and neither could she. But what she 
couldn’t figure was that the average per- 
son I meet is a potential customer of mine, 
that they are people who buy records and 
come to dances and help pay for our in- 
come. The only thing that she could see 

ir thought she saw) was that I was some- 

here with a woman—and that’s it. 

She couldn’t understand that I loved her 
and that I was working to help make her 
lappy, and that any other woman I’m out 
with (whoever she may be) is just some- 
body who might be helpful to me in my 
business. She didn’t understand that, so 
when I finally got home we’d have a few 

ords until way late in the day. 

That’s the way it is with a lot of women 
nowadays. And in the end it boils down to 
a few more women going the wrong way 
and not understanding what it takes to keep 
the man they’ve got. 

They say that I always talk about the 
women in most of my songs—numbers like 
Beware, Look Out Sister and Don’t Burn 
the Candle at Both Ends—but in all these 
tunes I’m only trying to say what I think 
is good, down-to-earth philosophy: Get 
along with your man, treat him right, and 
youll live a very happy life. 

I’ve known what it is to have personal 
ups and downs and the way I see it women 
have just got to “straighten up and fly 
right.” They can make life pretty unbear- 
ible for a man sometimes, and while he 
doesn’t want to give up hope, you can bet 
he thinks twice before he gets hooked 
permanently with one. 

I had one once that took me to court and 
told the judge that I had a white dog, a 
white Cadillac, and two white women. But 
if she had been all the things to me that she 
was implying that I was getting else- 
where, then there wouldn’t have been any 
reason for her to have said that in the first 
place. 

Actually. she was trying to bias the 
judge in her favor, but I had sense enough 
to know that no matter how hard she 
tried, right would win out. And that’s 
ill ’'m saying—that if women studied and 
learned the things that men want, then 
there wouldn’t be any need for talking 
about “what’s wrong with our women.” 


THE END 
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How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 11) 


Bobby Anderson and Maxie Barbour and 
had Buddy transfer in his sophomore year 
to Wendell Phillips High where they were 
glad to have him on the football team. I 
continued at Englewood. Buddy and a 
fellow named Sherman Howard led Wen- 
dell Phillips to the Chicago High School 
Football League championship and was I 
proud of him! 

He was always practicing his running at 
the playground under Bobby Anderson and 
the only time he had for me was in be- 
tween his training for track meets and 
football games. I shall never forget the 
kindness of Mr. Anderson and Mr. Bar- 
bour. When Buddy was broke they used 
to give him money to take me out. They 
rode us around in their automobiles and 
treated us as if we were their own kids. 

Mr. Barbour, who is a Chicago business- 
man and a sports enthusiast, once told me: 
“Geraldine, you’re good for that little ras- 
cal and I hope some day you two will get 
married. He’s going to have a great career 
as a star football player one of these days 
and you'll be the best girl in the world for 
him as a wife.” I’ve never forgotten that, 
either. 

It was just a natural companionship for 
us. He was my “Buddy” and I was his. 
We didn’t even think of our relationship as 
being in love or courting, although way 
back in my mind, long before Mr. Barbour 
suggested it, was the faint idea that some 
day I might get married to the little fellow. 
I’m athletic in the sense that I like to watch 
all kinds of games, especially football 
games in which Buddy starred and the 
track meet races which he won. He could 
always depend on having one 100 per cent 
rooter on hand for him whenever he ran in 
his specialties, the 100 and 220 yard dashes 
or when some of the big fellows on such 
high school teams as Englewood, Hyde 
Park, Lindblom or Parker were trying to 
chase him down as he ran through them 
with the ball like a bolt of lightning. 

When Buddy finished Wendell Phillips 
and I graduated from Englewood, his 
sponsors decided the University of Illinois 
was the best place for him because Coach 
Ray Eliot down there had agreed he would 
give him a chance to play football. There 
hadn’t been an outstanding Negro player 
on the Illinois football team before and 
Buddy was to be the first. The papers were 
full of Buddy Young stories and I was as 
proud of him as his own mother. I was 
getting to the point then when I was call- 
ing him my “Buddy.” He enrolled in a 
physical education course at Illinois. I also 
went to Illinois, studying sociology in the 
College of Liberal Arts. 

By now I knew I was in love with Buddy 
and not for one moment did I fear com- 
petition as his fame spread all over the 
nation as a football star. 

It was around November of 1944 when 


Illinois was in Ann Arbor for a game with 
Michigan that Buddy finally got the idea 
that it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the 
world to have me as his wife. In fact, like 
many fellows who propose to a girl, he had 
“been planning to do it all the time but 
just hadn’t thought about making it for. 
mal” with the magic words, “Will you 
marry me?” : 

We were returning from the game to! 
Detroit after Illinois had humbled Michi. 





gan, 9 to 0, and we were in his cousin’s car, 
Corporation Counsel Frederick Byrd of 
Detroit. Everybody was talking football) 
and about how Paul Patterson had run™ 
over the winning touchdown. Buddy! 
turned to me and whispered: “Look here! 
Geraldine, why don’t we go ahead and get 
married? I’m tired of running away from 
people. You know I try to run away from 
those big jokers out there on the football 
field. I try to run away from guys on the 
track and I guess, I’ve been trying to run 
away from you, but I’m tired. What say, 
Sugar?” 

The fact that my maiden name is also 
Young, probably had something to do with 
it, too, for he told me, “We don’t even have 
to change our last names in a deal like 
this, do we?” I was so happy about every-| 
thing that I could only nod my head. The) 
others in the car didn’t know what was go- 
ing on. When we got to Detroit we slipped 
off to the home of a Reverend Aiken, a Bap- 
tist preacher, and said our “I do” in priv- 
ate. We kept the wedding a secret until 
May of 1945. 

Shortly after that, Buddy went into the 
Navy and was stationed at Great Lakes, 
Illinois, where he achieved national notice 
as an outstanding football star. I visited 
him as much as I could and we had won- 
derful times together. You see, Buddy 
spent half our marriage in the service. But 
other women had the same problems and 
I’m happy that I was big enough and had 
enough understanding to accept what was 
being offered me. We both agreed that 
patience was the only solution. Anderson 
and Barbour had already contacted Dan 
Topping, co-owner of the New York Yank- 
ees baseball team, who had bought the 
New York Yankees football franchise in 
the All-America Conference, and it was 
all set for Buddy to play professional ball 
as a Yankee. 

I had figured on becoming a social 
worker. Together, we figured we could 
make it as a married couple and have a 
happy home. 

We tried to set up our home in a housing 
project on Chicago’s South Side, but they 
ruled that Buddy was making too much 
money to live in it—which he was—and we 
finally bought a wonderful two-family 
house out in the beautiful Park Manor 
section where we live with our two kids, 
Claude, Jr., 6 years old, and Paula, 2. We 
are on the first floor. Upstairs is Buddy’s 
Illinois backfield teammate, Paul Patter- 
son. Buddy and Paul pitch passes to one 
another in the street. 


THE END 
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Real Life Dramas 
(Continued from Page 8) 


ard’s long and wearing Army service, or it 
might have been that he was just a dual 
personality whose less attractive traits were 
just beginning to show under the strain of 
family life. Whatever the cause, Richard 
Jackson, slowly, but surely, became the 
exact opposite of the kind, attentive lover 
who had wooed and won Odette. He be- 
came subject to terrible tantrums of tem- 
per and when the tantrums came, Richard 
pretty nearly lost his reason and became 
violent. 

More and more frequently, he vented his 
rage against Odette by beating her unmer- 
cifully. Several times she had to appeal to 
the police for protection. Each time police 
arrested her husband, Odette had a change 
of heart just as the judge was about to 
pronounce sentence. Remembering the 
once-gay days of their marriage, Odette 
would plead for “just one more chance” 
for Richard. This happened so often that 
authorities got pretty blase about Odette’s 
complaints. 

Another child, Lorraine, was born, but 
the trouble in the Jackson home continued 
and grew worse. To add to her woes, 
Odette was suffering from a rheumatic 
heart condition, aggravated by Richard’s 
actions. Finally, the Children’s Welfare 
Society stepped into the picture and took 
the children into custody. 

Sick, heartsore, lonely for her children, 
Odette began to think that the days in oc- 
cupied France hadn’t been so bad after all. 
One August night, soon after the children 
had been taken from her. Richard began 
upbraiding her, building up to one of his 
violent scenes. At the end of her rope, 
Odette struck back. Seizing a long butcher 
knife, she hurled it at Richard. With hor- 
ror, she saw the blade sink sickeningly into 
his chest. She heard the animal-like cry 
of pain which came from his lips. She saw 
him fall to the floor, the blood gushing 
from the wound. 

Odette ran screaming to the street. She 
rushed into the nearby police station, cry- 
ing in broken English: 

“T just keeled my ’usband.” 

The dream of Odette Deville had turned 


to nightmare. 
* & * 


HE TELEPHONE shrilled on the small 

table beside the bed in the nurse’s dor- 
mitory in Homer G. Phillips Hospital in 
Kansas City, Missouri. 

The young Negro nurse lazily stretched 
out an arm, lifted the receiver from the 
hook and curved over to talk sleepily into 
the instrument. Her manner was one of 
irritation at the interruption to her well- 
earned sleep. She had worked a late shift 
the night before. 

“Yes?” she answered petulantly. 
it’s you.” 

The young man at the other end of the 
line began talking rapidly. It was obvious, 
from the expression on the nurse’s face, 


“Oh, 


that this was a conversation which had 
been postponed or avoided by the young 
woman many times before. She strove for 
patience in her voice as she said: 


“Look, darling, don’t be a fool. I’m not 
going to marry you and that’s that. Why 
Suiits bie ania ae 

ont you just accept it! 

The man’s voice came over the line, 
pleading, insisting, threatening. Finally 
the young nurse sat straight up in bed in 
surprise: 


“What did you say? You'll kill yourself 
if I don’t marry you. Who are you trying 
to kid? I’ve heard that story before and 
it’s very dramatic. I think you're abso- 
lutely comical,” she added. Then she be- 
gan laughing. “Why don’t you go back to 
bed and let me go to sleep?” she de- 
manded. 

The unhappy suitor continued talking. 
Just as she was about to hang up in dis- 
gust, a loud report cracked from the other 
end of the wire. 

“Darling, darling,” she called frantically. 
There was only dead silence. 

Horrified and trembling, the girl 
dropped the receiver, got out of bed, 
dressed rapidly. She hurried outside the 
hospital and called a cab. Arriving at the 
young man’s home, she saw milling crowds 
in front of the door and an ambulance. 

Hastening out of the cab, the nurse 
asked a bystander. 

“What happened?” 

“Some jerk killed himself while he was 
talking on the phone,” the man answered, 
turning away. But, a second later, he 
turned back as the nurse’s body fell to the 
ground. She had fainted dead away. 

Minutes later the ambulance screamed 
down the street carrying two limp forms— 
a lovesick suicide and a grief-stricken 
woman who hadn’t believed his last words. 
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stuff he recorded with little bands, like 
Bluebird and The Golden Bullet on the Co- 
lumbia label, sold rather well and are 
rated with the top accomplishments in jazz 
by discriminating critics. 

* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Dee Gee’s 
The Champ, Part I and II, spotlighting 
some flashy but earful trumpeting by 
Dizzy Gillespie on two bop figures in all- 
star setting. With Dizzy on the sides are 
trombonist J. J. Johnson, tenor saxist Budd 
Johnson, vibist Milt Jackson, bassist Percy 
Heath and drummer Art Blakey. Here is 
Gillespie jumping the way fans like him 


best. Pressing should have wide general 
appeal... GOOD: Mercury’s /f You 


Don’t Think I’m Leaving/I’'m a Fool to 
Want You, a pair of blues ditties phrased 
touchingly in the smooth vocals of incom- 
parable Dinah Washington. Backed by the 
Ike Carpenter band, the big-voiced chan- 
teuse was never better. A-side is brisk, 
the flipper slow-sailing. Either will get 
big play on juke boxes... 
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With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
F RE E it recond our choice: 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 
O THE GLORY OF LOVE—The Five Keys 
O DON’T re KNOW I LOVE You— 
“ROCKET 88’"—). Brenston. . : 
BLACK NIGHT—Charles Brown . 89 
TEND TO YOUR BUSINESS—James oman ot a 
60-MINUTE MAN—The Dominoes. i 
CHICA BOO—Lioyd Glenn oe ae 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner... ~ aa 
TOO YOUNG—kKing Cole ae ede 
MONEY B BLUES_ Camille Howard... 
BLUE & LONESOME— King cag | . 89 
ROCK LITTLE DADD Y—Eunice Davis 
WAITING JUST FOR YOU—Lucky Millinder... 89 
BLOODSHOT E sta Harris 89 
SHE’S DYNAMITE—B. B. King 89 
T-89 BLUES—Jimmy Nelson 89 
1 GOT a AR a Harris. . 89 
1 GOT NEWS FO —Roy Milton 89 
| KNOW—Ruth Brown on 89 
GEE BABY—Johnny Otis 89 
PLL arte abn a — 89 
MY BABY’S GONE—B. B. K -89 
DON’T TAKE COVE FROM M —Joe Morris . = 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
8 
89 


89 
“ Clovers.. .89 


ULL WAIT FOR YOU—Ruth Brown 

TEARDROPS FROM MY EYES—Ruth Brown 
ROCKING BLUES—Johnny Otis 

TENNESSEE WALTZ BLUES—Stick McGhee 
ROCKIN AND ge A dh 1 Jackson 
TIRED OF CRYIN—Fats Dom 

EVERY NIGHT ABOUT ‘THIS ‘TIME Fats Domino 
VE BEEN LOST—Little Willie Littlefield 
SLEEP—Earl Bostic 

THE THRILL IS GONE—Roy Hawkins d 
PRAYIN GROUND BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 8 
NEW LOVE—Johnny Otis d 


Seales ae 


LONG WAY FROM TEXAS—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
BLOW JOE BLOW—Joe Houston .. 89 
JUICED—Jackie Brenston 89 
LOUISIANA WOMAN—Joe Liggins 89 
PRAYIN FOR YOUR RETURN—Percy Mayfield 89 
WHAT A FOOL I WAS—Percy Mayfield 89 
LOST LOVE—Percy Mayfield 89 
lease Send Me Someone To Love—Percy Mayfield .89 
THREE HANDED WOMAN-— Louis Jordan . 89 
WEAK MINDED BLUES—Louis Jordan 89 
EMONADE—Louis Jordan. -89 
JUST ONE MORE DRINK—Amos Milburn 89 
EVERYBODY CLAP HANDS—Amos Milburn 89 
Ly bpd TEARS—Amos Milburn 89 
D BAD ISKEY—Amos Milburn 89 
SAX SHACK BOOGIE Amos Milburn 89 


WALKING ag ny pee A Milburn 89 
vu rm A yt In Ng Mes You—Charles Brown 89 
MYB harle: . 89 


s Brown d 
TROUBLE BLUES. Charles Brown ‘a . wa 
QUEEN BEE BLUES—John Lee Hooker a 
BOOGIE CHILLEN—John Lee Hooker .. 88 
HOBO BLUES—John Lee Hooker................ 89 
CRAWLING KING SNAKE—John Lee Hooker 89 
AIN’T NOBODY’S BUSINESS—Jimmy Witherspoon .89 
DON’T EVER MOVE A WOMAN—!. Witherspoon .89 
SPIRITUALS 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys...........  .89 
HOW | GOT OVER—Clara Ward. ...... . 89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys .89 


SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers .. 89 
OH YES HE SET ME FREE—Bro. Joe May 89 
and the Martin Sages 89 


TELEPHONE LINE—Rising Star Gospel 89 
DON’T MISS THAT TRAIN—Wynona Carr . 89 
| SHALL a HIM—Rosetta Tharpe - a 
HE’S ALL | NEED—Rosetta Tharpe 89 
Precious MEMORIES—Rosetta Tharpe. . 89 
past ge OUT— Rosetta Thar 89 
MOVE UP A LITTLE HIGHER—WMahalia Jackson. .89 
JUST OVER THE HILL—Mahalia Jackson . 88 
p= a GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers . . £8 

W LONG—Soul Stirrers. 89 
bre AND BYE—Soul Stirre 89 
LIVING ON MOTH bf PRAYER Soul Stirrers. .89 
MOVE IN ROOM WITH LORD—Soul Stirrers .. .89 
LORD | WISH I HEARD YOU—tThe Sn. 89 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers 89 


SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers. . 
OLD van OF ZION—Martin Singers ‘ 
ONLY A LOOK—Martin Singers 
G a Hallelujah—Angelic Gospel Singers. 
KEEP ME ALL THE WAY—Angelic Gospel ingers 
BACK TO THE DUST—Angelic Gospel Singers 
TOUCH ME LORD JESUS—Angelic Gospel Singers 
Do Lord Remember Me—Angelic Gospel Singers 
Look Do = Me— Angelic Gos. Singers 
ravelers 
O Jesus Is First Line Of Defense —Pilgrim Travelers. 
O SATISFIED WITH JESUS—Pilgrim Travelers 
CO WHAT A BLESSING—Pilgrim Travelers 
OME HOME—Pilgrim Travelers. . 

O Jesus Met Woman At The Well—Pilgrim Travelers 
C Jesus Hits Like The Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers 
O MOTHER BOWED—Pilgrim Travelers 
ol —_— bse: LORD—Pilgrim Travelers 
DC 1 Got A Mother Gone eae Pilgrim Travelers. . 
oO DOCTOR JESUS— Bro. Joe May. 
O OUR FATHER—Bro. Joe May 
O | THANK THE LORD—Bro. Joe May 
(C) What Do You Know About Jesus—Bro. Joe May. 
O DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe May 
O SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May. 
© Double Portion Of God’s Love—Bro. Joe May..... 
OC Gonna Live Life | Sing About—Bro. Joe May...... 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured—Send for Free Catalogue 

ESSEX RECORD SHOP, Dept. T-4 
91 SPRINGFIELD AVE., NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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Health 
In 
Old 


Age 





(Continued from Page 49 
which the changes of natural aging occur 
s inherited. One gets old quickly or slow- 
ly according to whether he inherited a 
hort-lived or a long-lived tendency. In 
1 dissertation on the way to live long, 
Oliver Wendell Holmes once said the first 
thing to do is to select parents who have 
lived a long time. The inborn trait of 
living a short or a long time cannot be in- 
fluenced by anything we can do. 

But the second factor of longevity—the 
conditions under which we have lived—is 
entirely under our control. From the time 
we are born our bodies are constantly the 
recipient of injuries from our outside en- 
vironment, injuries from disease, accidents, 
improper food, insufficient rest, emotional 
ipsets, dissipation, etc. Each one of these 
njuries leaves its mark and sooner or 
later the accumulated effect will show 
itself. If a group of elderly people of 
ipproximately the same age are assembled, 
it is astonishing to observe how much vari- 
ition there is in the way they reflect their 
ge, all because each person is.the product 
f both his inheritance and the various in- 
fluences of his life. 

One is never too young to plan a healthy 
and long old age. It is a wise person who 
ias learned in early youth not only to 
evaluate the immediate effects of unwise 
living but also to appraise the toll it will 
take in the evening of life. 

Doctors are not interested solely in pro- 

mging human lives. They are equally 
oncerned with a healthy old age. Many 
people live to a ripe old age but some of 
them are so ill, so much in pain and dis- 
comfort that they wish many times they 
had died younger. The prevention and al- 
leviation of this suffering is the mission 
which geriatricians have undertaken. 

Elderly people can have the same ill- 
nesses as younger people but there are 
some conditions which are more prevalent 
it advanced ages. Chief among these are 
high blood pressure, kidney disease, can- 
cer, anemia, arthritis, enlarged prostate. 
varicose veins, cataract, and deafness. One 
r more of these diseases occurs in most old 
people but they are not inevitable. They 
may be prevented or minimized if atten- 
tion is given to them before they occur. 
\ny person who has attained the age of 
10 or 50 should attempt to forestall the 

ifirmities of old age by submitting to 
frequent and regular medical examination. 
He will receive notice of impending senile 
diseases and advice as to how to avert or 


litigate them. 
For those who have already reached old 
e, there are rules of living that should 


be followed. Because the metabolism of 


the body is low, the elderly require rela- 
tively little food. Their small demand for 
food is often met indiscreetly with the re- 
sult that malnutrition and anemia occur. 
Effort should be made to see that the diet 
contains adequate amounts of vitamins and 
minerals. 

Because of the impaired circulation and 
the lowered reserves of the heart. strenu- 
ous muscular effort should be avoided. 
Periods of complete rest with elevation of 
the legs should be a part of a daily pro- 
gram of living. Since broken bones are 
serious in old people. there should be 
careful avoidance of accidents such as fall- 
ing down the stairs, tripping over objects 
on the floor, and slipping on icy streets. 
Poor vision and hearing. lack of alertness 
of motion, and extended reaction time 
make old people frequent victims of auto- 
mobile accidents. Perilous situations call- 
ing for quick decisions and rapid reflex 
actions should be avoided. 

The modern doctor has an armamentari- 
um of new drugs and appliances that can 
now make the old much more comfortable. 
These include ACTH. sex hormones, hear- 
ing aids, and accessories for correcting 
There are. however, other prob- 
Social and 


vision. 
lems than medical in old age. 
economic adjustments are extremely im- 
portant not only for themselves but also 
because of their bearing on physical fitness. 
An elderly person, like a young one, can- 
not enjoy good health without a feeling of 
security and usefulness. For this reason 
the doctor must ally himself with the fam- 
ily and the social worker to formulate an 
adequate program of care for the elderly. 
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is impractical there are always the libraries 

school, public or both. The secret of 
homework (and any other kind of work) 
is organization. Study your class schedule, 
working out the study time of each subject 
as you go along. The days you have dou- 
ble period lab, which usually requires no 
advanced study, use your free hour to pre- 
pare for the next class. 

Get into the habit of studymg ahead so 
that you are always one up on the teacher 
and the rest of the class. It comes in handy 
in an emergency too. If unexpected com- 
pany drops in at night or you want to go 
to a mid-week movie or party, or you get 
an opportunity to baby-sit a night or two, 
your lessons are out of the way. 

Before you know it you have a reputa- 
tion for being smart. Your marks and your 
popularity will go up a notch or two, and 
you have that happy contented feeling that 
comes with preparedness and a job well 
done. No longer will you get the blues 
when you see that evening sun go down, 
for your hour of meditation and study is 
well in hand. 

Preparing for tomorrow is something you 
will find yourself doing the rest of your 
precious life. The better the preparation 
now. the more successful will be your fu- 
ture. 

So weep no more, my lads and lassies. 
If you burn that midnight oil with a pur- 
pose. you can forget the St. Louis woman 
and her setting sun for the dawning and 
the joy of a new day begun. 
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i Harlem mother, watching for death to come to your loved ones, 
never knowing when the fatal moment would arrive. Learn 
a lesson in epic faith from this article of dramatic proportions 
written by a heroic mother who tells the day-to-day story of 
her personal tragedy. 
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\dams accepting the offer. I was to re- 
port for work in a week, going to the home 
ifiice to work for a month and get indoc- 
trinated in policies of the organization. 
Rose would join me as soon as I got to 
New York and found an apartment. 


[N THE HOME OFFICE, I developed 

an immense pride in the organization, 
learning the story of how Adams _ had 
taken over the paper when it was a strug- 
ling proposition and, with his imagination 
ind boldness, brought it up to the front 
ranks of Negro journalism. When my 
month of training was finished and I was 
mn my way to New York, I felt as though I 
ad a great charge to make good—not only 
because of Rose and our future but also 
because I wanted to become aces with a 
boss whom I regarded as a genius and a 
ine man. 

“It’s up to you now, my boy,” Adams had 
told me as we shook hands, just before my 
departure. “The New York office has been 
more or less of a showcase. Circulation 
there isn’t anything like it should be. If 

su give the people service and let them 
know that the paper is a friend, I think 

eu'll be able to do wonders. Let us know 
ibout your problems. We'll give you 
everything to work with.” 

In New York I located at the Theresa 
Hotel and reported to the office a few hours 
ifter my arrival. Greg Dawson, the New 
York advertising boss, looked me over ap- 
praisingly. 

“So you’re the new boy wonder,” he ob- 
served. I was to learn that his sarcastic 
comments were merely a harmless cover-up 
for a kindly personality. “Adams seems 
to be really sold on you. What did you 
line up for the old man?” 

My look of bewilderment betrayed my 
enorance but Dawson laughed and began 
discussing with me seriously his sugges- 
tions as to how I should operate to estab- 
lish myself with the various news sources 
and key individuals in town. There were 
five other people in the New York office, 
three of them advertising representatives, 
two of them secretaries. Claudia Sterrett, 
a trim, bob-haired girl, as efficient as she 
was neat, became my buddy and guide al- 
most immediately. 

Claudia and I had lunch and she was 
being very helpful in outlining procedure 
for me, suggesting short cuts which would 
make my work easier. In the middle of 
our conversation, the memory of Dawson’s 


strange remark came back to me. I told 
Claudia what he had asked me about what 
[ had “lined up” for the Old Man. She 
laughed merrily. 


oU 





“Tsn’t that just like Dawson?” she ex- 
claimed delightedly. “He thinks little or 
no good of anyone. But then,” she added 
confidentially. “It’s just like Mr. Adams 


I was even more perplexed. 

“You mean to say that you haven’t heard 
what a wolf the Old Man is. He’s just at 
the age you know—fortyish and wanting to 
run around with chippies to assure himself 
that he’s not getting old. What Greg 
meant, Fred, is that Mr. Adams’ favorites 
on the staff are the people in various sec- 
tions of the country who can provide him 
with charming and cooperative female 
companions whenever he gets to town. He 
comes to New York often.” 

I was slightly shocked. Then, I thought, 
well, after all, he’s a human being. too. I 
guess if I were in his position, I might do 
the same thing. 

“Tsn’t the Old Man married?” I asked 
Claudia. 

“Him?” she responded in amazement. 
“He’s not the marrying kind.” 

A sudden thought occurred to me. 

“Gosh,” I said. “I hope that he won’t 
ever expect me to find chicks for him. Why 
I don’t even know anyone in New York.” 

Claudia inspected me slowly and with 
great care. Then she said deliberately: 
“You will, honey, you will.” 

I guess I was pretty much of a square. 
I didn’t interpret this to mean that Claudia 
was beginning to have plans about us. In 
fact, I was so blind to what was happening 
that I spent the rest of the lunch hour tell- 
ing her about Rose, how pretty Rose was 
with her long hair and her smokey dark 
eyes. I had heard it said so often that a 
man shouldn’t discuss a woman with an- 
other woman, but to tell the truth, I was 
pretty lonely for Rose already. wishing she 
were here with me in New York on the 
brink of this exciting new career. Claudia 
was smooth about it all, though. 

“You’re very much in love with your 
Rose, aren’t you, Fred?” she asked. 

“TI guess you’re right,” I admitted. 

She gave me a mysterious smile as we 
got up to go. 

All my life I had wondered why people 
the nation over regard New York as such 
a magic city. In the next few weeks. I be- 
gan to find out why. I was living in a won- 
derful new world as a reporter for my 


important paper. Meeting such fabled 
people as Eleanor Roosevelt. Ralph 
Bunche, Walter White, Adam Clayton 


Powell and Lester Granger. going to pre- 
views of the newest films, attending first- 
nighters, sitting in on press conferences 
with the most prominent persons in the 
world—all this became part of my daily 
routine. I hobnobbed with artists. poets, 
sculptors, business racketeers, 
petty thieves. 

All the while, I kept constantly before 
me the Old Man’s letter in which he had 
written that journalism needed more peo- 
ple who were not in awe of celebrities, 
people who were willing to raise doubts. 
to challenge opinions, no matter who ut- 


tycoons, 


tered them. I stayed on my toes and my 
absolute refusal to accept no for an answer 
enabled me to turn in some of the most 
important exclusive stories the paper had 
received from the New York area in years, 
I wrote a great deal of copy, working with- 
out regard to hours and the letters began 
to pour into our office and the home office, 
letters of congratulation on our new “alert” 
coverage of the area. 

Regularly, at least three times a week, | 
wrote to Rose, telling her of my thrilling, 
new experiences. 


wire from the boss. 
LaGuardia Airport the following morning 
and wanted me to meet him. 


I waved the telegram excitedly under | 


Claudia’s nose. Claudia and I had become 
real chummy. 

“So what. Why are you so excited?” 
she asked. “You'll get used to his popping 
into town. 
pleasure or both.” 

I borrowed Greg’s Fleetwood and met 
the boss the next morning. He was all 
smiles as he grasped my hand. 

“Fred,” he told me. “I hardly ever make 
a mistake when I pick ’em. You're a nat- 
ural, my boy. I’ve decided to give you a 
raise and an assistant.” 

I could hardly speak. 
chortled at my confusion. 

“We knew that would floor you,” he said. 
“T talked it over with a couple of the boys 
in the front office and they wanted me to 
send you a letter. But I sort of wanted to 
see your face when you got the news. Had 
to come in on a few matters anyway. Be- 
sides,” his tone lowered confidentially, “I 
suppose you’ve discovered there’s nothing 
so delightful as the New York brand of 
feminine charm.” 

I was jolted out of my happiness. I won- 
dered if the Old Man was counting on me 
to join his string of woman-collectors. 

“Tell you the truth, Chief,” I declared, 
as we strolled toward the waiting car. “I 
haven’t been playing around too much— 
in fact. hardly at all. Been working real 
hard, sir, you see.” I gulped as I struggled 
to get the next sentence out. “Besides, as 
you know, I’m married.” 

Adams turned and gazed at me in aston- 
ishment. I was thoroughly discomfited. 
Most men who are faithful to their wives 
hate to admit to another man that they have 
old-fashioned principles. The next thing I 
knew Adams was roaring with laughter 
which almost doubled him up. 

“Well, if you aren’t the queer duck, 
Fred.” he told me in a voice of kindly kid- 
ding. “You really take this marriage busi- 
ness seriously, don’t you? You mean to 
say you've been in New York this long and 
haven’t taken advantage of any of your 
many opportunities with women here yet?” 

I was still irritated. I said, a little 
stiffly: 

“T don’t see anything wrong with that, 
sir. Some married couples have got to be 
faithful to each other.” 


The Old Man 
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We got into the car now. Speeding to- 
ward the Triborough Bridge, Adams sob- 
ered up and changed the subject. We went 
over various matters concerning the han- 
dling of news out of the New York office. 
He told me some fascinating inside infor- 
mation about Washington. He had been 
there a few days before to attend a pub- 
lisher’s conference. Once more I suc- 
cumbed to the fascinating sophistication of 
this great man of affairs. 

By the time we had reached Harlem, I 
was in the midst of a detailed explanation 
of a plan I had devised for streamlining 
some of the news work in the office. Adams 
was listening with intent approval. Sud- 
denly, he leaned forward in the seat of the 
car and said: “Circle the block, Fred.” 

When we.came back to the street where 
he had seen something or someone who 
attracted his attention, the Old Man told 
me to slow down. 

“Pull up in front of that restaurant.” he 
ordered. 

He got out of the car and went into the 
restaurant. I was still very puzzled by his 
actions. A few minutes later he had come 
back outside. He was grinning foolishly 
like a mischievous kid. 

“T told you I always pick ’em right, boy,” 
he said happily. “I saw the cutest number 
walking into that restaurant. That’s why I 
wanted you to come back. Bartender in 
there knows me. Introduced me to her. 
We’re going to have dinner, see a show. 
You want to take my bags up to the The- 
resa? I'll phone you tonight.” 

I could hardly hide my disgust. It 
seemed so incongruous that this terribly 
important man, so brilliant and powerful. 
should descend to the common ordinary 
level of picking up women in restaurants. 
Furthermore, I was burning because he 
had interrupted my enthusiastic plan for 
helping the company to go chasing after 
some girl who was probably interested 
only in his money. 

“Yes, sir.” I snapped. 
bags uptown.” 

He didn’t even notice my disapproval. 
but turned and went back into the restau- 
rant. 

Back at the office, Claudia raised her 
eyebrows in surprise. 

“Where’s the Brain?” she demanded. 

“He’s woman chasing already,” I ex- 
plained bitterly. 

Claudia was the only person in the 
audience, the other secretary being out sick 
and Dawson and his staff working in the 
field. She got up, came over from her desk 
and stood in front of me. I took a deep 
breath as I looked into her eyes. They 
were naked with a tenderness I had never 
seen in them before—or suspected. 

“Fred,” she asked softly, “What have 
you got against woman-chasing. I should 
think you could do an awfully swell job 
yourself.” 

“Claudia!” I exclaimed. The drifting 
sweetness of her perfume swept over me. 
I felt a little weak. I also felt more than a 
little disgusted. 


“T’ll take your 


I turned and went out the door, leaving 


her standing there. 


‘OING about my work that day, I kept 
wondering if the world was all wrong 
and I was the only one with any sanity. I 


.thought of Adams, a strange contradiction 


of a man, and of Claudia, who had seemed 
such a sweet. nice girl, but who had made 
such an obvious pass at me, even though 
she knew all about Rose and how devoted 
I was to my beautiful wife. I’ve never been 
a stuffed shirt about morality or religion. 
but I had been carefully brought up to re- 
spect marriage vows and what they ought 
to mean. I wanted my marriage to Rose 
to be something like that of my father and 
mother. 

Oh well. I thought, what Mr. Adams does 
is no of mine. I’m making a 
mountain out of a molehill. He’s got his 
and I’ve got mine to get. As for Claudia, 
I'd ignore her. 

The Old Man didn’t call me that night, 
although I purposely stayed in my room, 
The next morning, as 


business 


waiting for his call. 
I was shaving. preparatory to going down- 
stairs for breakfast, the desk gave me a 
message that I was to go up to his suite, 
the most expensive in the hotel. 

The boss was in pretty ragged shape. had 


obviously been drinking heavily. A wom- 
an’s purse, hat and coat were all the 


evidence needed to attest that he was still 
occupied with the little companion he had 
picked up. or possibly. another. 

What a mess. I thought. 

But I was in for a surprise. 

Adams came directly to the point. 

“You don’t approve of me. do you, son?” 
he asked me with upsetting frankness. 

It’s pretty hard for me to lie, so I said: 

“No, sir. that is, not in certain ways.” 

“Like this?” he waved at the woman’s 
coat and hat carelessly draped over a chair. 

I wondered if I was preparing to get my- 
self fired from the best job I’d ever had for 
something that didn’t really concern me. 

“Yes, like this,” I said stubbornly. 

Adams smiled. 

“Well, I don’t approve of you either, not 
in certain ways,” he said mockingly. “I 
think you’re a damned. unsophisticated 
holier-than-thou who hasn’t even got his 
ears wet. But, on the other hand, I think 
you're one of the best goddammned re- 
porters the Beacon has. So. you see. son. 
that’s what makes up life—not approving 
of everything in others, but finding some- 
thing to admire in everyone. You know, of 
course. that what I do is none of your 
business and that you haven’t even got any 
right to look as though you don’t approve.” 

I was beginning to wonder if he wasn’t 
slightly drunk. 

He and the 
nearly knocked me off my feet. 

“When are you going to bring your 
wife to New York?” he demanded. 

The sudden that I 
couldn’t help asking insolently: 

“Why?” 

“Why?” he thundered, “Because I think 
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you're a piece of valuable property to my 
newspaper and I think any moralistic 
young squirt like you needs to have his 
wife around. That’s why. When are you 
bringing her?” 

[ was overpowered by the angry au- 
thority in his voice, so I answered sullenly. 

“As soon as I can find an apartment.” 

He glanced at me scornfully. 

“Ts that all you want? I can see that 
you have a lot to learn. young man. 
Women aren’t the only thing you haven’t 
awakened to in New York. Don’t you 
know that New York is the place where 
the only thing that’s important is who you 
know.” 

He reached for the telephone, asked for 
a downtown exchange. 

I could hardly believe my ears. Adams 
was talking with one of the biggest real 
estate operators in the city, an influential 
white man with a lot of Harlem holdings. 
He was virtually ordering him to give me 
an appointment and to see that I got an 
apartment, but fast. 

Several minutes later, I was on the sub- 
way. headed for the real estate man’s 
limes Square office. I was dazed. I was 
beginning to understand more and more 
how Francis Adams had become a business 
tycoon. He knew what he wanted, didn’t 
care what other people thought and he did 
what he pleased. 

I got the apartment so fast it made my 
head swim. It was a delightful, five-room 
affair in one of Edgecombe Avenue’s most 
commanding-looking buildings. It was ex- 
pensive, but I didn’t have to pay anything 
under the table for it. I could move in im- 
mediately and, as far as the money was 
concerned, with my new raise. I could well 
ifford it. I wired Rose and told her to 
ome to town as fast as she could make it. 

\dams left for the home office three days 
later. All our relationships, from then on, 
were the most pleasant. Both of us ig- 
nored the personal encounter we had ex- 
perienced. I got a chance to outline my 
plan to him, the one which had been in- 
terrupted in the car. He heartily approved 
ind promised to take it up at the next 
board meeting and let me know what hap- 
pened. 

\ week after that, Rose arrived. It was 
like a second honeymoon, shopping for 
furniture together, planning how we would 
budget money. I was proud to be able to 
show her New York, to see her eyes glow 
vhen we went to various spots in Harlem 
or downtown, spots where I was known 
nd recognized. 

“You're a big shot,” Rose told me laugh- 

aly, 

“I’m your big shot, hon,” I answered 
te nderly. 

We were so perfectly happy. 

lhe months sped by and I began to do 
ess and less routine work. My new as- 
sistant was an eager, bright kid who had 
heen kicked around on some of the lesser 
papers. He was grateful for the chance 
o work in the kind of organization he had 


lreamed about. I spent more and more 


oy 
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time out of town, doing features in Boston, 
different Connecticut cities and other parts 
of New England. It was Adams’ idea that 
we could build good will and possibly lay 
the foundation for a branch office in that 
area. He wanted me to cultivate the key 
people in various parts of the territory. 

The relationship between Claudia and 
me had become strained since the day in 
the office when she had practically thrown 
herself at me. We were friendly, but that 
was all. Every once in a while. she made 
sarcastic remarks about Rose and my en- 
thusiasm about furnishing the place, but I 
was so deliriously happy that I didn’t let 
them bother me. I didn’t know that 
Claudia, slowly but surely, had become the 
most treacherous kind of enemy a man can 
have—a woman spurned. 

The trouble began the day that Adams 
came into town to straighten out some ad- 
vertising tangles. I told Rose. the night 
before, that the boss was arriving in the 
morning. 

“Wonderful.” she said. “Darling. let’s 
have him to dinner.” 

“What?” I exploded. “What for?” 

She stared at me. I couldn’t blame her 
for being surprised at my violent reaction. 
I had never told her of my secret contempt 
for Adams’ personal life and habits. 

“What for?” she repeated. “He’s your 
boss, isn’t he? You admire him, don’t 
you? Didn't he help us get the apartment? 
It’s only courtesy.” 

“T don’t want him here—-ever.” I de- 
clared abruptly. “He and I and you have 
nothing in common socially. Besides. I 
imagine he’d be too busy.” 

“Do you know what I think?” Rose said. 
“T think you have an inferiority complex. 
I think you just think he wouldn’t accept. 
I think you think he’s better than we are.” 

“T don’t care to discuss it any more.” I 
told her. 

“That proves it.” Rose said stubbornly. 
I didn’t notice the pre-occupied look on 
her face. If I had. I would have realized 
that she had had an inspiration. And when 
Rose has an inspiration. she follows 
through. 

Adams and I had lunch together at noon 
of the next day. then he went back to the 
New York office. I had an appointment 
for an interview downtown and didn’t get 
back to the office until four-thirty. Claudia 
was smiling mockingly as I came in. 

“I. didn’t know your Rose knew our 
boss.” she said with suspicious sweetness. 

I frowned and waited for more. 

“They had such a wonderful conversa- 
tion on thé telephone this afternoon.” 
Claudia went on. “Did you know that 
you’re going to have a surprise—the boss 
for dinner. Won't that be cozy? Wait till 
he sees that too-lovely wife of yours.” 

I was divided between rage at Rose and 
resentment of Claudia’s snide remarks. I 
managed to control myself. 

“T knew all about it,” I lied coolly, “And 
I assure you that, in spite of your dirty 
mind, Rose is a decent married woman. 
Even if she weren’t married, I doubt if 


she’d be interested in Mr. Adams’ type.” 

“You’d be surprised what money and 
importance can do,” she said in a tone 
loaded with nasty insinuation. 


I was fuming. I was sore with Rose for 
having given Claudia a chance to needle 
me, for disobeying my wishes. I was try. 
ing to keep down my boiling rage at 
Claudia and her horrible hinting that my 
wife was capable of two-timing me with a 
guy like Adams. That last crack did it. 
That infernal temper of mine just popped 
inside of me and, without even thinking 
about it, I leaned across Claudia’s desk 
and slapped her hard across the face. 

The impact of the blow brought me back 
to my senses and I was shocked at what 
I had done, but Claudia sat still, looking 
at me with a dull hatred. I could see the 
red marks of my fingers striping her face, 
She said shakily: 

“Darling, that’s the first real bit of at. 
tention you’ve paid me since you’ve been 
here.” 

Her eyes were hard and cold and dan. 


gerous. 


iT WAS ASHAMED of myself. I got out 

of there fast and went home in a cab. 
I burst into the apartment. Rose was busy 
in the kitchen. The apartment was spark. 
ling clean. Rose lifted her lips to kiss me. 
I ignored that. 

“Why did you invite Adams here, be. 
hind my back and after I told you I didn’t 
want him here for dinner?” I demanded. 

Rose put down the silver she had in 
her hand. 

“Please 
begged. “I just took a chance and I had 
very good reasons. One, we’ve never had 
company for dinner and you know how I 
love to entertain. I thought you wouldn't 
mind just this once. Two, I want to help 
you get ahead on your job and you know 
there’s nothing like an employer seeing 
the kind of home life his employees live to 
give him an interest in them. Three, I 
wanted you to get over that silly inferiority 
feeling you have about your boss.” 

I was too angry to be reasonable. This 
business about my supposed _ inferiority 
complex was what really did it. I made 
a hasty. bitter resolve. 

“Okay. little Miss Smarty.” I shouted. 
“You invited Mr. Adams. You entertain 
him. I won’t be here.” 

Rose’s expression was made up of utter 
disbelief and deep hurt. 

“Darling.” she pleaded. “You can’t do 
that. Think of how awful that will look.” 

I was on my way out of the door. I knew 
exactly what I felt like doing. I felt like 
getting drunk. I headed for the Fat Man. 

Several times during that evening while 
I plied myself with Bourbon and felt in- 


don’t 


be angry, dear,” she? 





creasingly that I had been mistreated, | 
had serious qualms, debating whether | 
had been wrong, acted cruelly to Rose. 
After all, I reasoned, it was pretty lonely 
for her. being home all day by herself. 
After all, she had thought she was being 
helpful—like the charming hostess wives 
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in the movies who get their husbands pro- 
motions and raises by being charming at 
dinners for the boss. And I was being 
discourteous to Adams. He had been very 
kind to me. Several times I started to 
leave the bar and go home, to make ex- 
cuses and try to make up for the wrong I 
had done. But, before I could give in to 
the resolve, I had ordered another drink. I 
was pretty stewed when [ rolled into the 
apartment about two ’oclock. 

Rose was in bed. I was sure she would 
be crying her eyes out and I was prepared 
to be kind and penitent. But when I 
switched on the light in the bedroom, 
opened her eyes, looked at me and turned 
over on her side, her back to me. I didn’t 
realize then that you can hurt a woman so 
deeply that she can’t even give way to 
tears. 

I stood in the middle of the bedroom 
feeling like a fool. There’s one way out 
when you're feeling like a fool and feeling 
guilty too. I got nasty. 

“Well, how was your little tete-a-tete?” I 
demanded. “Did you find my boss charm- 
ing?” 

Rose sat up in bed. 

“I think he’s very charming,” she 
in a strained voice. “I also think 
cute, attractive, a gentleman and I also 
hate you.” 

Then she burst out into tears. I kneeled 
down by the bed and begged her forgive- 
ness for being such a stubborn fool. It 
was a long time before she would even lis- 
tento me. She had carried off the evening 
successfully even though I wasn’t home. 
She had given Adams a lame excuse about 
my being called out on an important story. 
He had been understanding. Rose and I 
finally made up, but I felt she hadn’t com- 
pletely forgiven me. 

The boss had left town the next morn- 
ing when I got in, prepared to apologize. 
Claudia handed me a note. The ugly smile 
on her face told me she had read it. I 
took the note. Before I opened it, I said: 
“T don’t suppose that it will make any dif- 
ference if I tell you that I’m sorry I lost 
my temper yesterday.” 

“Forget it, dear,” Claudia told me. “I’ve 
been slapped by better men than you.” 

I went into my office, read the boss’ note. 

“You have a very lovely wife.” it read. 
“Maybe I understand you a little better. 
If I were you and had such a lovely wife, 
I'd stay home a little more often.” 

I sat and stared out the window for a 
long time after I read the note. Conflict- 
ing feelings were stirring within me. I was 
wondering if I ought to be ashamed of my- 
self, if after all, Adams wasn’t a decent 
sort of guy who played around himself 
but who really had a secret longing for a 
girl like Rose, a girl he could call his own, 
who wanted him for himself and not for his 
money and prominence. I wondered if he 
was trying to befriend me, to warn me that 
things like I had done the night before 
could cause me to lose a wonderful wife. 

On the other hand, wasn’t it just barely 
possible that the note was a subtle warn- 


she 


said 
he’s 


ing, a threat. Wasn’t it possible that he 
wanted Rose himself, that her simple 
sweetness and fresh good looks had ap- 
pealed to him in contrast to the polished 
sophistication of the wise women of the 
world who were usually his playmates. I 
was tortured by the longing to know ex- 
actly what was behind the words in that 
I was supposed to attend a screen- 
ing of a new film which starred an out- 
standing Negro actor. Instead, I went to 
the Fat Man and lulled my doubt and fear 
with liquor—a lot of liquor. 

When you have done a thing like I did to 
Rose, everything gets out of proportion. I 
began to imagine slight changes in her 
manner toward me, bits of coolness and a 
lack of the kind of affection and warm 
understanding which had existed between 
us. I tried not to think about it, tried to 
clear it from my mind. Claudia’s mocking 
attitude didn’t help. She looked constantly 
as though she knew some delicious secret 
which gave her great pleasure. Instead of 
talking frankly with Rose, instead of real- 
izing that it had been all my fault, I began 
to frequent the Fat Man more and more 
often. 

One night when I came in from work a 
couple of hours earlier than usual Rose 
was talking on the phone. She had the 
most peculiar look on her face when I 
walked in. 

“T’'ll have to hang up now,” 
say. She did. 

Don’t be a fool, I told myself. You're 
building a case where nothing exists. But 
an hour later, Dawson phoned to tell me 
Adams was back in town on a flying visit. 
He had been in town since morning. All 
my dread suspicions came back. The 
thing I wouldn’t admit to myself before 
then was that I wondered what had hap- 
pened between Rose and Adams that night 
I had banged out of the house. I knew 
that women have been driven to do the 
wrong thing when men mistreat them. I 
didn’t want to believe that Rose was the 
type. But Adams was attractive to women. 
He was persuasive. And, as far as I was 
concerned, he had no morals. 

She had never acted secretive before 
about a phone call. Could it have been 
Adams talking to her? 


note. 


I heard her 


HE NEXT DAY the diamond bracelet 

came. I had stayed out practically all 
night at the Fat Man and a couple of after- 
hour spots. thinking about the phone call, 
thinking of Claudia’s mocking. face, of 
how Rose had been acting. I was sick as 

dog in the morning and didn’t go to 
work. Rose was gone to the beauty shop. 
The peal of the bell sent a dizzying pain 
through my aching head. It was a mes- 
senger boy with a small package. addressed 
to Rose. I signed for it wearily, put it 
down on the little table in the hall where 
we left the mail and went back to bed. I 
had lain there fully a minute before I 
remembered the label on the package. 
Tiffany’s—the swank jewelers. 


I needed no other thought. I staggered 
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from the bed, went into the hall, picked 
up the package and ripped it open. A 
small box was inside and, in the box, 
gleaming maliciously—or so it seemed— 
was an exquisite chain of pearls. -I turned 
over the tiny white card in the box. 

“Thanks for a wonderful evening,” it 
read. It was signed, “Francis Adams.” 

Now I knew for certain. I sat in the 
armchair in the living room and waited for 
Rose to come in. The hours crawled by 
and the dusk was gathering when I heard 
her key in the door. 

She walked toward me smiling. In my 
twisted mind, I conceived it as a smile of 
deceit. 

I stood up. I held the box out to her. 

“Your boy friend who you invited to din- 
ner behind my back, sent you these,” I said 
between my teeth. “I’m glad I was home 
to receive them for you.” 

Rose looked confusedly at the pearls, 
then up at my livid face. 

“But Fred.” she began. 

I cut in: “Why don’t you have them ap- 
praised? Why don’t you find out what 
you're worth. Two hundred dollars. Three 
hundred. Whatever it is, it’ll be a damned 
sight more than I think you’re worth.” 

I went into the bedroom, slammed 
the door and got into bed. My head was 
throbbing now as if it would burst wide 
ypen. The apartment was very quiet for a 
time. Then I heard the front door 
open and close. Rose had gone out. Jeal- 
uusy is the most illogical thing in the 
world. I had driven her out of the house 
with the basest insult a man can offer a 
woman, yet I was enraged because she had 
left. 

I got up weakly, dressed and went out 
into the street. I needed a good drink to 
straighten myself out. I must have stayed 
n the bar an hour, then I got an insane 
urge to find Rose. I knew that I ought to 
go down on my knees to her, apologize, 
patch things up and begin all over again 
to return to the happiness we had once 
known with each other. I thought of her 
with maudlin tenderness. I cursed my 
jealousy, my suspicions. 

I knew where to find her, I told myself. 
She would probably be at the home of a 
friend, the owner of the beauty shop she 
I couldn’t remember the 
friend’s address. It was written down in 
the little telephone pad at home. I would 
eo back home and get it. Back at the 
house, I kicked over a delicate little table 
in the hall as I turned on the light, smash- 
ing a pretty vase I bought for Rose during 
our tender days. Lurching to the tele- 
phone table, I found the little telephone 
pad, through bleary eyes located the beau- 
tician’s home address. I was stumbling 
back down the hall toward the door when 
the phone rang shrilly. I went back, 
picked up the receiver and heard a woman’s 


long 


patronized. 


voice, 
“Mr. Clarke,” the voice said. 
Claudia. 
“Yes,” I answered thickly. 
“What are you doing home, dear?” 


It was 
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Claudia asked with poisonous sweetness. 
“You just simply ought to be in the bar 
of the Hotel Theresa. Your wife is—and 
so is Mr. Adams.” 

She hung up. 

I dropped the receiver to the floor, flung 
out of the door and rushed downstairs to 


hail a cab. 


“Theresa Hotel.” I told the driver. “And 
step on it.” 

Careening through traffic, ignoring 
lights, we pulled up in front of the 


Theresa. I got out, gave the driver a five 
dollar bill, went and stood at the long glass 
window outside the bar. There, at a little 
table for two, in the back. were Rose and 
Francis Adams, talking earnestly. There 
were drinks on their table. As I stood 
there, staring, Rose. facing me, looked up. 
Her eyes met mine through the window. I 
had seen all I wanted to see. I wasn’t high 
any more. I was filled with a great. for- 
lorn sickness. My shoulders sagged. This 
was the moment when a man was to be for- 
given for creating a public scene. But I 
turned and walked slowly away. I don’t 
know how I got there, on the subway. in a 
cab or walking. but I was back at the Fat 
Man within a few minutes. I was drinking 
doubles and wishing I could drink enough 
to kill myself. 

How right Claudia had been. Money 
and importance could do anything. I knew 
what I would do. I would go home and 
get the one friend I had in the world—my 


old battered, beat-up portable typewriter. 


I had about a hundred dollars with me. 
That was enough for a train ticket back to 
my old home town. Maybe Pop Gates 
would take me back, back where I be- 
longed, on a small-time newspaper. I never 
wanted to see Rose again. 

I didn’t expect to see her either. I 
didn’t expect her to be standing in the liv- 
ing room when I entered the apartment. I 
went straight to my den for my typewriter. 
pulled up short when I saw her. Then I 
went into the living room and told her: “I 
should kill you.” 

She didn’t say a word. 

I turned, picked up my typewriter and 
said: “Don’t worry. I’m not going to touch 
you. I don’t think you’re even worth it.” 

I left. I got a room in a hotel that night 
and the next day was speeding on my way 
home, to Pop Gates and my old job, I 
hoped. 

But I never got my old job back. For 
the Pop Gates I faced across his shabby 
little desk was a different man. I sat and 
told him my story and when I had finished, 
he smiled sadly. 

“You know, son.” he said. getting up, 
walking toward the window. turning his 
back on me. “I thought you were a man, 
but you’re not. Francis Adams is.” 

I was transfixed with amazement. 
Pop Gates betraying me too? 

The old man’s voice continued. 

“T had a long telephone conversation 
with Adams late last night.” he said. “He 
told me Rose figured you’d come here. He 
told me you were sick, sick in the mind. 


Was 


How you 
mistreated Rose the night she tried to help 


He told me the whole story. 


you by inviting him to dinner. How he 
had to comfort her when she broke down 
and cried that night. How he told her to 
keep in touch with him and let him know 
how you two were making out. He even 
told me about the time he called her when 
he was in New York to find out if things 
wére any better between you. He said you 
got upset about a little $35 necklace he 
sent her as a gift. because she had tried 
to be a nice hostess to him at dinner, 
Adams told me he was amazed that a per. 
son who seemed to have such high prin- 
ciples as you could have such a dirty mind 
as to think something was going on be. 
tween him and a sweet, decent girl like 
Rose—that’s what he called her. He also 
told me Rose phoned his hotel and told 
him she wanted to return the necklace, 
even though she was getting ready to leave 
you. Then you showed up and went hog. 
wild.” 

A peculiar kind of horror was creeping 
over me as all the pieces of the awful puz. 
zle fitted into place. 

Pop Gates’ voice went on quietly. 

“Adams told me he hired you because 
he liked the fact that you didn’t believe 
everything you hear. Said he liked that in 
you. But Adams told me to tell you also 
that there are some things a man ought to 
believe in. For instance, when you have 
a swell girl like Rose, you’re a fool not to 
believe in her.” 

Gates got up from his battered old desk. 
walked toward the window overlooking the 
town’s Main Street. He spoke, with his 
back toward me, but his words came clear- 
ly and distinctly. 

“You know what else he said, son,” the 
old man declared significantly. “He said 
he had looked up to you because you had 
principles about yourself and your loyalty 
to your wife. But he added that it was 
funny how a playboy like himself could 
look up to a woman like Rose and how a 
Sunday school guy like you could be so 
small and evil-minded about her.” 

The old man’s words stabbed into my 
heart. I knew only too well in that minute 
how wrong and petty I had been. The 
antique clock on Pop Gates’ office wall 
ticked away seconds and the sounds were 
as loud and fateful as the pounding of 
my aching heart. Pop Gates spoke again. 

“Mr. Adams told me to tell you, son, 
that he’s willing to give you another chance 
to make good—if Rose will.” 

Standing here at the railroad station, 
waiting for my New York train, I am won- 
dering how I could have ever been so in- 
sanely jealous, petty and small, as to bring 
about such a horrible situation. And | 
remember Francis Adams’ words—that’s 
what life is—not liking something in some: 


POD TE 





one else, but knowing there’s some good 
in him. Maybe Rose will believe there’s 
enough good left in me to forgive me. 


THE END 
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Camera 
Girl 


(Continued from Page 29) 


Yes, Danny Warren was my idol, the man 
of my romantic dreams. But I knew that 
he was unaware of all this. and what was 
more discouraging, cared less. 

I pushed these thoughts from my mind 
and put on my brightest smile as I made 
my way around through the narrow aisles 
between the tables. I had to get a few 
more customers before closing time. I went 
up to a table in a corner where a man and 
woman sat with their heads together in 
deep conversation. “Would you care to 
have a lovely photograph?” I asked, 
into my usual routine. 

They sprang apart as if I had caught 
them in an indecent act and the 
turned her head so that the wide brim of 
her hat hid her face. 

“Tell her to go away!” she hissed. 

But he had quickly recovered his poise 
and calmly lighted a cigarette. “Don’t be 
so jittery,” he said. “This was your idea 
in the first place, remember?” 

“IT know—but I was wrong. 
mistake!” 

The man shook his head, pressed a bill 
into my hand and I turned away. It was 
nothing new for me to encounter someone 
who objected violently to having a camera 
pointed at them. It was none of my busi- 
ness why, although when I recalled the 
incident later, it seemed that she was more 
upset than the situation called for. 

My luck was much better at another 
table a short distance away. The two young 
couples there wanted souvenirs of their 
evening out. One of the fellows held up a 
lighted match so I could focus the camera 
and they all put their arms around each 
other and posed. But just as I snapped 
the shutter someone passed in back of the 
table and in the sudden glare of the flash 
bulb I caught a glimpse of a startled face 
moving in the background. But the next 
moment it was gone and taking a chance 
that the shot hadn’t been spoiled, I re- 
moved the exposed film and gave it to a 
waitress to take downstairs. 

Gil, the fellow who had the concession. 
took care of the darkroom. developing and 
printing the pictures. When he hired me. 
I confessed that I knew nothing at all about 
photography, but he just laughed and said. 
“With a beautiful face like that, 
matter?” He showed me how to load the 
camera and how to focus it. “Then you 
smile and press this gadget here,” he ex- 
plained. 

“But I thought it was the customers who 
are supposed to smile,” I said innocently. 

“A matter of business,” he said frankly. 
“Your smile will get more customers, more 
customers mean more money!” 


going 


woman 


It was a 


does it 





I laughed. “In that case, my smile will 
be working overtime!” 

Gil suddenly “But don’t 
waste all your charm on the customers. 
Save some for the boss.” 

Many times after that in the months I’d 
worked for him, Gil hinted that his interest 
in me was not limited to business. But I 
always turned aside his personal comments. 
It wasn’t that Gil was a bad fellow. Asa 
matter of fact, tall and 
good-looking in a youthful sort of way. and 
I liked him a lot. But it seemed odd to be 
working for someone just a year or two 
older than I and I considered Gil 
much too young a man to become interest- 
ed in romantically. 

Danny, on the other hand, was exactly 
my type. He wasn’t tall, but he wore his 
broad-shouldered, tapered waist suits with 
a dramatic flair. A trim little mustache 
adorned his lip, and when he sang a rogu- 
ish dimple appeared in one brown cheek. 
But it was his voice that did things to me, 
sent delicious little chills running along my 
spine. 


grew serious. 


he was a swell guy. 


was, 


OW, as I left the darkroom with the 
~ “ photographs Gil had just turned out, 
my eyes were fixed on the pictures, but my 
mind was on Danny Warren. As I exam- 
ined the photo of the two young couples to 
see if the intruder in the background had 
ruined that shot. I walked along the base- 
ment corridor past the row of dressing 
room Suddenly loomed 
up in front of me and two strong arms 
reached out and grabbed me in time to 
avoid a collision. 

“Oh!” My exclamation trailed off into a 
tiny squeal of delight. It was Danny! “I 
—I’m sorry.” I my heart 
pounding wildly at the touch of his hands 
on my shoulders. 

Danny grinned. “Hey, now. Where are 
you going in such a big hurry, Little Bit?” 

My jaw wagged foolishly. but I couldn’t 
think of a thing to say. He peered at me 
closely as if seeing me for the first time, 
and his fingers tightened their grip. 

“All this and heaven, he 
claimed, pulling me closer to him. 

“Please, I—” 

“Relax, Little Bit. You’ve been kissed 
before, haven’t you?” he asked in a banter- 
Then, before I could protest—as 
if I would have!—he kissed me full on the 
mouth. I reacted almost instinctively. do- 
ing what I had done so many times in my 
dreams; I returned his kisses with an eag- 
erness that seemed to amaze him. 

When he finally released me, I was trem- 
bling and starry-eyed, too happy to wonder 
whether Danny automatically made a pass 
at every girl he could, or whether he had 
noticed the way I’d been mooning after him 
ever since I started to work at the club. 

Danny stepped back and dabbed the lip- 
stick off his mouth with the large silk hand- 
kerchief from his breast pocket. He was 
staring at me with a new light in his light 


doors. someone 


stammered, 


too!” ex- 


ing tone. 


brown eyes. 
“T’ll say you’ve been kissed before! How 
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long has this been going on, baby?” He 
reached out again but this time I eluded 
his grasp. 

“Please, let °em wait. Who are they 
anyway?” he asked, taking one of the fold- 
ers out of my hand. “I'll bet they’re a 
bunch of squares who—” 

He stopped suddenly and let out a long, 
low whistle. 

“Somebody you know?” I asked, study- 
ing the photo he was holding. 

“What?” He gave a nervous little laugh. 
“No, I— Say. Little Bit, when did you 
make this picture?” 

“Just a few minutes ago! 

“Nothing. Just curious.” 

[ pointed to the woman standing in back 
of the party at the table. “She almost 
spoiled it, barging into the picture the way 


Why?” 


she did 
“This guy was with her, hunh?” Danny 
asked, pointing to the woman’s companion, 
whose face was visible behind her shoulder. 
“He was at a table with her,” I said, still 
puzzled by his sudden interest in the photo- 
graph. 

He handed it back to me. “Is that so? 
Well, can’t keep your customers waiting. 
Here.” 

I took the picture and hurried to the 
stairway. I heard him call me and turned 
with. one foot on the steps. 

“Hey, Little Bit. what’s your name, any- 
way?” 

I flashed him a grateful smile. “Connie,” 
[ said, and dashed up the stairs. 

For the rest of the night as I went about 
my work I was in a glow as I recalled the 
incident in the basement. Over and over 
in my mind I relived that moment when 
Danny held me in his arms and I saw again 
the astonishment in his eyes after my eager 
response to his kiss told him how I felt. 
There was one more show before closing 
time and when Danny did his songs I knew 
that this time he was singing for me alone. 

As I stood enraptured by the words of 
love and devotion that seemed to flow like 
an electric current directly from Danny’s 
lips to my heart, Mae strolled past. 

“Humph!” she said half aloud, “Any 
dame carryin’ the torch for that bum will 
get her fingers burned for sure!” 

[ didn’t become angry at what she said, 
only thoughtful. There was no point in 
fooling myself and I knew it. For some 
reason Danny had chosen that night to 
notice me. He’d seen me before dozens of 
times but tonight he happened to observe 
that the girl with the camera was actually 
a woman, with a woman’s desires and a 
woman’s passions. 

Yet. I had no illusions. I knew that to- 
morrow night, or even later tonight. he 
might be in a different mood and ignore me 
completely. I knew that I was not unat- 
tractive and though I was small. my figure 
was trim and well proportioned. But I was 
no match for the tall, glamorous clothes 
horses and play girls who literally threw 
themselves at Danny’s feet. His success 
with women was as much of his appeal as 
his marvelous singing voice and the maga- 


o 
Oo 


zine and newspaper articles about him 
never. failed to play up this angle of his 
life. 

By the time I went downstairs to put 
away my equipment I| had just about made 
up my mind that I should be grateful for 
the fleeting episode, the brief moment of 
bright romance snatched from the drab 
routine of my life. Then, something Gil 
said, a passing remark, aroused my fighting 
spirit and changed the whole course of my 
life. 

I walked into the tiny room where Gil 
worked and had his office and silently 
stored my camera and film packs. Gil 
glanced up from the negatives he was filing 
away and said with a smile, “Hi, Little 
Bit!” 

He had never before called me that, and 
a hot blush of embarrassment burned my 
“You saw us!” I said accusingly. 
“Tm 


cheeks. 

“Couldn’t help it,” he explained. 
sorry. Connie, but—” 

‘Just because I work for you is no reason 
to spy on me!” I flared. 

“You know better than that.” he said 
quietly. “I just happened along, that’s 
all.” I stared at him in tight-lipped defi- 
ance, and he continued earnestly. “Connie, 
I’ve always considered you more than just 
someone who works for me. and as friend 
to friend, I—well, I just don’t want to see 
you get hurt.” 

“IT can take care of myself,” I told him 
haughtily. 

“This guy Danny Warren is no good for 
you.” He swung around in his chair and 
looked deep into my eyes. His voice was 
soft now. urgent. “I just don’t want to see 
you get involved with someone who—” He 
hesitated. 

“Ts out of my class?” 
the words. 

“Well. yes, if you want to put it that way, 
—" 

But I didn’t give him a chance to finish. 
My anger blazed up and in no uncertain 
terms I told him I was as much woman as 
any girl he knew and I could get and hold 
any man [| wanted. Then, ignoring his 
pleas for forgiveness. I stormed out, slam- 
ming the door behind me. 


I fairly spat out 


H. I PUT on a wonderful show. and 

anyone who happened to be eaves- 
dropping might have gotten the impression 
that I was a woman of so many affairs I 
had lost count of them long ago. But in 
my heart I knew that it was an act. nothing 
more. Gil’s words had cut me to the quick 
and that was what had aroused me. I was 
out of my class in even thinking about 
Danny Warren and I knew. too. that his 
reputation was far from untarnished. 

But the magnetism of Danny’s personal- 
ity held me spellbound, his charms held my 
heart a willing captive. and his kiss that 
still burned on my lips that night was like 
a brand marking me his forever. 

Slowly I walked out of the darkened club 
and started down the street. convinced that 
I would never return to Club Morocco. To 
continue to work for Gil after our argu- 


ment would mean swallowing what little 


pride I had left. Usually, Gil drove me 
home after work, stopping at an all-night 
lunch stand for coffee and doughnuts, but 
that night I wanted to be alone. I wanted 
to think, to make some semblance of order 
out of the jumbled thoughts that whirled 
around in my brain. So I merely shook my 
head when the doorman asked me if | 
wanted a cab. 

I was halfway down the block when a 
car pulled up to the curb and I knew then 
why I had almost instinctively decided to 
walk. It was Danny in his much-publicized 
chartreuse Cadillac convertible. It was 
crazy, I kept telling myself; my _ better 
judgment warned that it was all part of a 
wild dream. In real life, a girl’s Prince 
Charming doesn’t ride up out of the night 
to rescue her from the drabness, the bore. 
dom and despair of everyday existence. 

Yet. it was happening right then and 
there; it was happening to me. And my 
exultant heart, pretending that there was 
never any doubt that Danny’s stolen kiss 
was the beginning of something wonderful 
and exciting. happily sang: “I told you so, 
I told you so!” 

Danny leaned over and flung open the 
door. “What are you trying to do, Little 
Bit, leave me stranded?” he called out. 

Not knowing quite what to say. I climbed 
in beside him, a smile on my face that was 
intended to be mysterious, but probably 
appeared only a silly smirk. 

“How’re you gonna act?” he said as we 
drove off. “There I was ducking and dodg. 
ing a whole handful of chicks back at the 
club just so I could be with you, and when 
I come out the doorman tells me you've 
already cut out!” 

“You mean one little kiss started all 
that?” I asked coyly. 

He threw me a quick glance to see if | 
was kidding him, then apparently satisfied 
that I was serious, he laughed, “Little Bit. 
you're a killer! But I’ve had eyes for you 
a long time now. I don’t know. you're dif: 
ferent from all these frantic chicks I see 
every night. I guess that’s why I like you. 
I go for a woman with brains.” 

“I’m not so smart,” I demurred. I pre 
ferred Danny to think of me as a warm, 
responsive woman rather than a_ cold. 
brainy career girl. Yet. I was grateful for 
his interest in me, whatever the reason be 
hind it. 

He tapped his forehead with a finger. 
“You’ve got a think box that operates a 
mile a minute, baby,” he insisted. “But to 
cap the climax, you stack up real great in 
every department!” he added significantly, 
letting his eyes wander over my figure as] 
relaxed against the seat cushions. 

Danny’s infectious smile, his flip manner 
of talking and his confident air over 
whelmed me, and at that point anything 
that Danny said was gospel and whatever 
he did had to be right. 

But what really convinced me that Dar 
ny was on the level was his polite “no 
thanks” when I invited him up for a drink 





after we got home. I had asked him, de 
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spite the lateness of the hour and the fact 
that it was unconventional to say the least, 
because I thought it was the “thing to do.” 
I had heard so much about Danny’s num- 
erous romantic affairs I probably went 
overboard in my eagerness not to appear 
“square.” But I didn’t want to seem any 
less sophisticated than his usual friends. 

When Danny declined my invitation, I 
wondered about all the things I’d heard 
about him. Perhaps they were over-exag- 
gerated, or the deliberate creation of a 
publicity-conscious agent. At any rate, 
my heart chose to accept the reason my 
head rejected. That night Danny was no 
different than any other young fellow say- 
ing goodnight to a girl after their first eve- 
ning out. He shook my hand, then held 
it for a long time as we talked in the dim 
hallway. 

“Goodnight, Little Bit,” he finally said, 
and his customary flippancy was absent. I 
caught my breath as he moved closer to me. 
This is what I want, what I’ve always 
wanted, I told myself as my eyes devoured 
his handsome face. His passionate kisses, 
searing my lips, told me I was right. 

Of course, I decided to keep my job, 
mainly in order to be near Danny every 
night. But there was something more; 
something I wanted to prove to Gil—and 
myself. He had said that Danny was out 
of my class and while I wasn’t quite sure 
how he meant it, I felt obliged to show him 
that I was attractive enough not only to 
catch Danny’s interest, but to snare him 
away from all the glamour girls who 
chased after him. 

The next day when I reported for work, 
Gil gave no hint of what he was thinking 
and made no reference to our quarrel the 
night before. I had the feeling I ought to 
apologize for flaring up the way I did and 
looking at the back of his head with the 
boyish crew cut I felt genuinely sorry. I 
was tempted to tell him about Danny tak- 
ing me home and ask him if he still felt I 
was “out of my class.” But I held my 
tongue. This thing with Danny was still 
too new, too precious to be shared with 
anyone; I wanted to hug the secret of his 
interest in me close to my heart. 


T HAT NIGHT, Danny sang every song 

for me. I knew that every romantic 
lyric was directed straight at my heart. 
When he sang the popular ballad, Be My 
Love, I grew all weak inside. I am your 
love, Danny! I whispered. I’ll always be! 

Mae strolled up to me. “If there’s one 
thing I hate to see it’s a woman who wears 
her heart on her sleeve,” she observed cyn- 
ically. 

For once, her remark didn’t arouse my 
anger. “Don’t tell me it’s showing!” I 
quipped back. 

“Honey, your eyes are shining like the 
headlights on that imitation Eckstine’s 
Cadillac!” 

“Maybe there’s a reason,” I said, pur- 
posely sounding mysterious. 

“For your own good, I hope not!” 

I looked at her, studied the hard lines 


around her mouth, the narrow suspicious 
eyes. “You don’t like Danny, do you, 
Mae? Why?” 

“Because he’s as phony as a three-dollar 


bill!” She leaned toward me, her eyes 
glittering. “Listen, honey. I’ve been 
around. I guess you can just look at me 


and tell that! Anyway, I learned a lot of 
things—the hard way. Spotting guys like 
Danny Warren—guys who use women 
was one of them.” 

“But has he done anything to you per- 
sonally?” I asked. 

She dropped her eyes in embarrassment. 
“Tt’s just that I don’t want to see you get 
hurt,” she murmured. “Oh, I know it 
sounds funny coming from me,” she added 
quickly. “But I like you, Connie. You 
remind me of—of a girl I used to know.” 

I toyed with the reflector on my camera. 
“T appreciate your interest, Mae, but it’s a 
personal matter. So if you don’t mind—” 

Her eyes narrowed to mere slits. “Okay, 
I stuck my neck out and got it chopped off. 
I deserve it. But did you ever stop to think 
where Danny gets all that loot he tosses 
Sure, he’s popular and he’s got 





around? 
everybody falling on their faces over him. 
But he doesn’t make that much money. 
He’s got some kind of hustle that—” 

She must have sensed my rising anger 
and seen the look of disbelief that crossed 
my face, for she shrugged her thin shoul- 
ders and sauntered away. I had to admit 
that Mae was far more experienced than I, 
but at that moment I wouldn’t have be- 
lieved that Danny could do wrong even if I 
saw him. Why listen to unfounded suspi- 
cions, especially from an embittered ex- 
chorus girl like Mae. And when Danny 
took me home later, I was more firmly con- 
vinced than ever that the only things I 
should listen to was my heart. 

So when Danny asked me to do a favor 
for him, I leaped at the chance to do some- 
thing in return. 

“Just a small favor,” he explained. “I 
hate to ask you, Little Bit, but—” 

“Anything, Danny! I want to help you.” 

He pulled over to the curb and parked 
the car. “Well, it’s this way. A buddy of 
mine is in a jam and I’ve got to straighten 
him out. He’s been playing a little too 
hard lately and his old lady is about to 
catch up with him.” 

I was puzzled. “I see, but where do I 
come in?” 

“Remember that picture you showed me 
the other night? The one with the man 
and woman in back of the party you pho- 
tographed?” 

“Oh, of course! How could I forget? 
They almost ruined a good shot.” 

“Well, the cat in that flick is my buddy. 
He’s afraid his wife might get hold of it 
and he wants it.” 

“You mean he wants a print of that pic- 
ture?” 


“Yeah. He wants the film, too. You 
know what I mean?” 

“The negative.” 

“That's i.” 

“Gee, I don’t know, Danny,” I said 
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“I was half crazy 
from torture and pain 
until Pazo gave relief!” 


says Mrs. A. M., Englewood, N. J. 


Itching of simple piles drive you mad? Is 
agonizing pain daily torture? Amazing 
Pazo* acts instantly to relieve such misery ! 
Soothes inflamed tissues. Lubricates hard- 
ened, dry parts. Helps heal cracking,reduce 
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ated pile pipe for easy application. 
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© Precision Made Like Real Gun 
® Hard Rubber Handle 


© Polished Chrome Finish 
© Perfect Pocket Size (3” x 2!/2") 


Previously sold for up to $10.00 
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A BEAUTY PRODUCT 


Truly a revelation in beauty cream and all that 
it Is said to be. Judge for yourself. If not com- 
pletely satisfied, return for full refund. 

MAIL YOUR ORDER TODAY... 
TEST 10 DAYS AT OUR RISK 


30 day supply with full directions in plain 
wrapper only $3.00 Prepaid (or $3.50 C.O.D.) 


CHARM-GLO INDUSTRIES 
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doubtfully. “I’d have to ask Gil if—” 

“Net” 

The word burst from him with a violence 
that astonished me. Then his dimple ap. 
peared as he smiled and turned on the 
charm. “What I mean is—nobody must 
know about it. You can do it, Little Bit.” 

Part of Danny’s face was in shadow, but 
his deep, vibrant veice murmuring wel- 
come words of endearment rolled over me 
in warm, soothing waves that melted all 
resistance. What he asked would mean 
stealing the negative from Gil’s files, but | 
was only too willing to forget my qualms 
to please Danny. 

“T knew I could count on you!” he whis- 
pered as he took me in his arms. Expertly, 
he captured my eager lips and I yielded 
willingly to his embraces. Dizzy with the 
strong, sweet wine of romance, I let Dan- 
ny’s tender caresses waft me into a dream 
world from which I never wanted to leave. 
Then his kisses became more insistent, 
more demanding. I pulled away. I didn’t 
know why, but a tiny warning bell was 
sounding somewhere in the far recesses of 
my brain. Perhaps it was Mae’s vehement 
words of warning or maybe Gil’s candid 
remark that I was out of my class that 
caused me to fight my way out of the dan- 
gerous whirlpool of passion into which | 
was being swept by Danny’s love-making. 

Then again, it might have been that uni- 
versal yearning all women have for a love 
they can parade proudly before the whole 
world, the desire for a clean, wholesome 
romance free from all the ducking and 
dodging of a clandestine back-street affair. 
My pounding heart told me that nothing 
mattered if I truly loved Danny, but my 
calm, level head—that so far had preserved 
the secret core of my love for the man | 
would one day marry—cautioned me that 
this was no time to accept less than the 
divine and legal bonds a girl has a right to 
demand. 

All of these arguments and rationaliza- 
tions flashed through my mind in a twin- 
kling and Danny had hardly begun his new 
attempts to break down my resistance when 
I said. “No, Danny, that’s that!” 

My unexpected rebuff threw him off 
stride. “But I thought everything was cool 
between you and me,” he argued. “When 
I tell a chick I go for her I don’t usually 
get a brushoff.” 

Patiently I tried to make him under: 
stand. “Not a brushoff, darling. It’s just 
that I don’t like to do things half way.” 

A roguish smile brought out his dimple. 
“That’s what I’m talking about! Let’s do 
it right. baby. You and me and—” 

I had recovered the strength drained 
from me by Danny’s overpowering kisses 
and I was more sure than ever that I was 
on solid ground again. I wanted more 
from the man I loved than kisses snatched 
in the shadows, or romance hidden from 
the world. I wanted to be taken out and 
introduced as the chosen one of a man 
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desired by so many women and envied by 
so many men. 
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the works,” I told 


cense, preacher, ring 
him. 

He stared at me uncertainly, then gave a 
funny little laugh and patted my hand 


comfortingly. “Sure, Little Bit, the 
works.” 

I know now that his easy acquiescence 
should have warned me of what was to fol- 
low, but in my trusting innocence I[ felt I 
had scored a victory. Sure, Danny was 
accustomed to bowling over all the women. 
but it was because they literally threw 
themselves at him. It wouldn’t be human 
to resist that much temptation. Still, I 
considered those willing women cheap. I 
had long ago made up my mind what my 
price would be and Danny had agreed to 


pay it—marriage. 


T WAS an easy matter the next evening 

to slip the negative Danny wanted out of 
Gil’s file case. But I carried it around with 
me all night without getting a chance to 
hand it to Danny. He spent all his time 
between sets at the table of a large party of 
men and their companions who were cele- 
brating with champagne. It was part of 
his job to keep the customers happy, I told 
myself, and I tried not to become jealous 
of the way the women made such a fuss 
over him. And I consoled myself with the 
thought that long after they had gone. 
Danny would be with me, driving me home 
as he had in the nights past. 

But I was due for a bitter disappoint- 
ment. About an hour before closing time. 
the party straggled out, and Danny was 
with them, his arm draped intimately 
around the waist of a slightly-high, over- 
dressed redhead. I managed to slip the 
negative back in its place and refusing 
Gil’s offer to take me home, I walked de- 
jectedly out of the club. As I reached the 
corner, hoping to see a vacant cab since the 
doorman was nowhere in sight, a big con- 
vertible cruised by. My heart leaped with 
joy. Danny hadn’t forsaken me after all! 

I ran over to the car, which had pulled 
over to the curb a short distance away and 
was standing with the door invitingly open. 
I climbed in, and it was only after the car 
lurched forward that I sensed something 
wrong. 
didn’t greet me. A strange man was at the 
wheel and I stifled a cry of fright. I 
grabbed for the doorhandle and a hand 
shot out of the darkness behind me and 
caught my wrist. 

“Don’t be frightened,” said a woman’s 
voice. “We just want to talk to you.” 

I tried to place the vaguely familiar 
voice, but it wasn’t until I summoned 
enough courage to sneak another look at 
the grim-faced driver that I recognized my 
captors. The man and woman in the pho- 
tograph! Indignantly, I demanded that 
they release me immediately. 

“Not until you give us what we want,” 
the man said evenly, and in my terror his 
voice may have sounded gruffer than it 
was, but I could tell he meant business. 

“I—I don’t know what you mean.” | 
faltered. “I have no money or jewelry.” 


Danny’s familiar “Hi, Little Bit!” . 


“Don’t play dumb!” His voice was more 
impatient than angry. 

“Please, Will! You promised you'd let 
me handle it,” the woman in the rear seat 
said. Her tone softened. “That picture 
you took of us—may we have it?” she 
asked humbly. 

The picture! But Danny had said that 
this man was a friend of his. Perhaps he 
didn’t know that Danny had already made 
arrangements to get the negative for him 
and that he would have had it by now if 
Danny hadn’t been otherwise occupied. 

“I don’t carry negatives around in my 
handbag,” I told the woman, still wonder- 
ing why they had chosen this round-about 
method of getting it. And I was angry at 
the way they had tricked me into their car, 
so I commented caustically, “I suppose you 
know this is kidnapping. They send peo- 
ple to jail for that!” 

“That’s not exactly kindergarten stuff 
you and your boy friend are running!” 
Will snapped back. 

“You'll only spoil things that way, Wil 
the woman cried. “You can look at her 
and tell she’s not mixed up in this thing.” 

“But Danny is trying to help you!” I 
said to the man. “What’s this all about 
anyway?” 

The woman turned to me. “I can’t be- 
lieve that you’re part of something as ugly 
as this. I—TI want to talk to you as one 
woman to another, then maybe you'll un- 
derstand and help us.” 

In the glow of the passing street lamps 
I could see her nervously biting her lips, 
and the anguish in her voice was certainly 
not faked. I was more puzzled than ever. 

“I’ve been a very foolish woman,” she 


Tag 


began. “I tried to have my cake and eat 
it too. I nearly ruined my marriage.” She 


leaned forward and her fingers dug into 
the seat cushion. “But I’ve learned my 
lesson, and believe me, I’m trying to make 
up for my mistake.” 

“I’m sorry,” I sympathized. “but I can’t 
see what all this has to do with me.” 

“The night you made that picture was 
the very night I told Will here that it was 
all over between us. I hoped and prayed 
that I’d come to my senses in time to save 
my home and spare my husband and child. 
I'm through with secret meetings. I’m 
going straight. But if that photograph 
should fall into the wrong hands—” 

“You mean someone wants to make trou- 
ble for you?” I asked. 

Will grunted sarcastically. 
said, “Blackmail!” 

Instantly, the suspicion Mae had voiced 
came to my mind—“Some kind of hustle.” 
she had said—but the thought was too 
shocking for me to consider seriously. 
Danny a blackmailer, a common crook? 


The woman 


Impossible! 
The woman’s voice was barely audible 


now. “Maybe you are in this with Danny 
Warren. If you are, then I’m begging you 


to ask him to be reasonable. Will has 
promised to help me raise the money, but 
if the price is too high—” 

“It’s very simple, if she’s not involved,” 
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KEEP SLIM AT 
HOME WITH 
RELAXING, 
SOOTHING 
MASSAGE! 


For Greatest Benefit 
in Reducing by Massage 


USE raw 


with or without electricity. Also used as an 
aid in the relief of pains for which massage 
is indicated. 





This remarkable new in- 
vention uses one of the most 
effective reducing methods 
— ved by masseurs and 
turkish baths—MASSAGE. 
With the SPOT REDUCER 
you can now enjoy the 
benefits of RELAXING, 
SOOTHING massage in the 
rivacy of your own home! 
Eimple to use—just plug in, 
grasp handle and apply 
over most _ = of the 


body—stomac ips, chest, 
neck, thighs, arms, etc. 
The relaxing, soothing mas- 


sage breaks down FATTY 
TISSUE. tones the muscles 
anes and flesh, and the increased 
awakened blood circulation helps carry 
away waste fat—helps you regain and 
keep a firmer and more graceful figure. 
When you use the Spot Reducer, it's al- 
most like having your own private mas- 
home. It's fun reducing this way! The 


seur at 
SPOT REDUCER is handsomely made of light 
weight aluminum and rubber and truly a beauti ul 


invention you will be thankful you own. 


110 volts. 
TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 


10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME 
Mail this coupon with only $1.00 for your SPOT RE- 
DUCER on approval. Pay postman $8.95 plus delivery 
—or send $9.95 (full price) and we ship postage pre- 
paid. Use it for ten days in your own home. Then 
not delighted return SPOT REDUCER for full pur- 
chase price refund, 


i — 
| SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept £-732 
318 Market St., Newark 2, New Jersey 
Please send me the SPOT REDUCER for 10 days 
trial period. I enclose $1, upon arrival } will pay post- 
man only $8.95 plus postage and handling. If not de- 
lighted I may return SPOT REDUCER within 10 days 
for prompt refund of full purchase price. 
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THE 
SKIN 
NOBODY 
LOVES! 


Pimples and Rashes 
Cancel out Romance! 


Why neglect an externally-caused pimply, 
broken-out, blotchy skin that nobody loves to 
touch? Get Poslam Ointment — apply this 
wonderful medication tonight—then, examine 
your skin in the morning! Check the results 
after just one application. 


Contains 9 Ingredients! 

Because Poslam Ointment contains all NINE 
OF THE INGREDIENTS well known to skin 
specialists, it works faster, more effectively to 
help you to a finer, clearer complexion. Apply 
it after washing with non-alkali Poslam Soap, 
it must delight you or your money back. 
Poslam Ointment costs only 60¢ at drug stores. 
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Be Rich-Looking—Glamorous 
Wear This Watch with 

4 Flashing Simulated Rubies 

20 Sparkling Rhinestones 






envied 
friends, look rich, $ 95 
prosperous. Every- 
one will stare at 
this wristwatch Plus Tax 
and swear it cost 10 times as 
much, Has 4 RUBIES, 20 - 
CRUSTED RHINESTON 


NUMERALS and HAN 
POLISHED CHROME CASE, y 
ELED MOVEMENT. Black cord 
band has safety clasp. One year 
guarantee. Only $9.95 plus 10% 
tax (total $10.95). Your order 
shipped parcel post—insured if 
cash or money order enclosed. 
pay few cents postage if 
sent C.0.D. Ohio orders include 
3% Sales Tax. Send order today 
to ECONOMY TIME PRODUCTS, 
Dept. TC-11, 205 Colonial Ar- 
cade, Cleveland 14, Ohio. 











BURNING 


ANCIENT ois REVEALED 


This startling book tells you how and 
why people burn candles to obtain 
health, wealth and happiness. Gives 
you Bible passages to read. Tells 
how to burn candles, if you are a be- 
liever, for protection against evil, to 
conquer fear, to get things you 
want, to settle home disturbances, to 
change your luck. 
SEND NO MONEY 

Just send your name and address 
today and pay your postman only $1 
yd postage on rang GUAR- 
ANTEED. Your mo a back if you 
are ae more than - ighted in five 
days. Order at one 

ATOMIC BOOKS, Sait MAG-11 
507 Fifth Avenue, New York 17, N.Y. 
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TO BE SET TO MUSIC 
Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL 
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Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 
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refunded on first order - $2.00. 
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2 Design Smart Fusions 
* LEARN AT HOME™SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
erable saving. Gainexperience designing for oth- 
ers. It may lead tothrillingcareer—evena shopof 

your own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing” course 

under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 

cellent starting point for a career. Send for free 

booklet, “Adventures In Dress Design.” 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Pkwy. Dept. 3238 Chicago 14, III. 
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Will added. “All she has to do is hand 
over the negative.” 

I looked from one to the other, longing 
for some sign that this was a big hoax. It 
just couldn’t be true. these terrible things 
they were saying about Danny, especially 
since he was not there to defend himself. 

“T think you’re lying.” I said evenly. 
“Both of you. Danny was going to get the 
negative for you,” I told Will. “He told 
me so himself. But when he hears what 
you really think of him and the way you’ve 
insulted me, there'll be plenty of hell 
raised!” 

“T told you we'd be wasting time talking 
to her,” Will grumbled. “What are you 
going to do now?” 

There was a long silence, then the quiet 
sobbing of the woman tore at my heart. 
“T’ve done all I could. I’m at the end of 
my rope. I don’t know—” 

Will brought the car to a halt and flung 
open the door. He called out something 
to me as I hurried down the street, but it 
was the woman’s pitiful sobs that echoed 
in my ears long after I found a cab and 
made the trip cross-town to my house. 

It was daylight when I finally managed 
to fall asleep. Try as I could. it was im- 
possible to erase the woman’s woe-begone 
face from my memory, and the way she had 
bared her soul to me was too convincing to 
be ignored. As I tossed and turned on my 
bed, I longed for Danny’s reassuring pres- 
ence, his jaunty smile and soothing words 
of affection. If he had lied about the 
photograph, then his attentions to me could 
also be false, and that would be too much 
to bear. I had to believe in him. cling 
desperately to my faith in him. When I 
saw him. he would set everything right in 
no time at all, I told myself. At long last 
I fell asleep, praying that I was right. 


Tt WAS really a “blue Monday” when I 

awoke the next day; the sky was gray 
and overcast and the low-hanging clouds 
seemed to be an ominous sign of impend- 
ing tragedy. By straining hard. I managed 
to refrain from phoning Danny until two 
o'clock in the afternoon, when I was sure 
he’d be up. With trembling fingers I 
dialed his number. 

“Hello, Danny,” I said softly. 

“Who’s this?” he yawned. 
nickel. baby. start talking.” 


“Tt’s 


your 


“Danny! I—” What could I say? 
“Little Bit! Did you get it?” he asked 
eagerly. 


“T had it last night, Danny. but—” 

He laughed apologetically. “Well, I got 
sort of tied up last night. You know how 
it is.” 

“No, how is it?” 

“Now, what’s that 
mean?” he demanded. 

“What’s happening, 
ed. 

“Say, what is this? A quiz show? Like 
I said, I go for you. Now what about the 
negative? When can I get it?” 

“The club is closed today,” I reminded 
him. 


crack supposed to 


Danny?” I persist- 


* stairs. 


There was a long 
I can get it from 


“That’s right, it is.” 
pause. “Well. no hurry. 
you tomorrow.” 

“Danny—” 

“Yeah?” 

“T saw that man and woman last night 
You know, the ones in the picture.” 

“So?” 

“They told me a lot of things—they 
weren’t true, were they, Danny?” 

There was a false ring to his laugh) 
“Hell no! They—uh—I don’t know wha 
they told you, but whatever it was, throw 
it outta your mind, Little Bit!” 

“Tell me what it’s all about,” 
annoyed by his evasiveness. 

“Tell you what, let’s have dinner to. 
night,” he said, suddenly changing the 
subject. “I’ve got some extra special talk 
for you. How about it? Tl pick you uw 
at ei.” 

“Whatever you say, Danny,” I said list. 
lessly. “Goodbye.” 

I replaced the phone and stood ther 
thinking for a long time. Something wa; 
wrong, but I couldn’t put my finger on it 
It was obvious that Danny was lying, but 
the man and woman who had “abducted’ 
me the night before might have been lying 
too. I was torn between a desire to help 
the distraught woman, whose name I didn’ 
even know, and my loyalty to Danny. 

I was straightening up the apartment 
when the solution hit me. It was so simple 
that I had to laugh at myself for not think) 
ing of it before. Danny had insisted thaif 
nothing was wrong, so if I gave the woman 
the negative. he need not know anything 
about it. Whatever the reason they had 
invented the ridiculous story, if she got the 
negative—or better yet. if I destroyed it—) 
then the whole incident would be closed 

I glanced at my watch. It was almos 
three, plenty of time for me to run down 
to the club, dig out the incriminating evi 
dence and make it back home in time to) 
keep my date with Danny. I grabbed m 
hat and dashed out of the house. It wa: 
several minutes before I could get a cal 
and I fretted all the way down to the club. 
I knew the cleaning crew would be there. 
and there’d be no trouble getting down 
I had my own key to Gil’s cubby: 
hole of an office. 

Shortly after I arrived, I was groping my) 
way along the dim basement corridor to 
Gil’s office. I put my key in the door and 
my heart sank when I discovered that it 
was unlocked. Had Gil come down to di 
some work? There was nothing to do but 
brazen it out, and I formulated some ex 
cuse for my being there as I pushed open 
the door. 

But it wasn’t Gil who knelt on the floor. 
surrounded by a pile of negatives that 
looked like a heap of dead leaves stirred 


NT 


I insisted, 





up by the wind. It was Danny! At the 
sound of my muffled cry he jerked up hi: 
head, mouthing a vicious oath. He gave: 
short laugh of relief when he saw me. 
“Working overtime, Little Bit?” His hand. 
the fingers rigid and claw-like, halted its 
movement toward his inside coat pocket. 
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“No, I came for the negative, Danny,” I 
said quietly. 

“Good! Where is it? I’ve looked at so 
many of these damn things I’m cockeyed. 
There must be a thousand of them here!” 
he said, grabbing up a handful of the 
negatives and letting them slide back to 
the floor. 

I moved toward Gil’s file case. I riffled 
through the file and found the negative. 

“Okay, let’s have it!” he ordered. 

“I’m sorry. Danny. but I’ve got to take 
it.” I insisted. despite the fear and uncer- 
tainty that buckled my knees. “Don’t you 
see. this is the only way? If you're on the 
level. this negative means nothing to you. 
If those people were telling the truth, then 
I want nothing to do with it—or you.” 

“That’s a laugh!” His hand darted in- 
side his coat and reappeared holding a 
small automatic. “Now be a good little 
girl and hand it over, like I said!” 

Then it was true! I backed against the 
small desk, a hollow feeling in the pit of 
my stomach. 

“That little piece of celluloid is worth 
plenty of loot, baby.” Danny said. looking 
slightly ridiculous on his knees in the 
midst of the scattered negatives, despite 
the gun aimed at my heart. “And remem- 
ber this,” he continued smoothly, “if you 
open your mouth about this, [ll swear you 
made the picture because we were working 
together.” 

I finally found my voice, but it came out 
shrill and high-pitched. “And I thought I 
loved you!” 

“How square can you get?” he sneered. 
“Sure. I didn’t mind having a little fun 
while I waited for you to get that negative 
for me, but all that love and romance jive 
was strictly for laughs!” 

I shot a frantic glance at the door across 
the room. Danny shook his head. “You 
couldn’t make it, and nobody’d hear you 
if you yelled.” 

I tried to stall for time, hoping against 
hope that one of the cleaning crew would 
wander downstairs. I fished in my purse 
for a cigarette and shoved it between my 
dry. trembling lips. 

“T thought you had brains. Little Bit. 
that’s why I gave you a play.” Danny 
scoffed. “But I can see now you're out of 
your class in the bigtime.” 

Something about the way he said it. the 
cold contempt as he repeated the same 
words Gil had tossed at me. kindled a con- 
suming fury within me. If I'd held a gun 
at that moment I would have pulled the 
trigger without another thought. But I 
was unarmed and alone with a man who 
had too much to lose to permit me to walk 
out with that negative. 

My mind worked furiously as I toyed 
with the book of matches I held. Then an 
idea struck me and instinctively I acted. 
I took a casual step towards Danny as he 
rested on his heels. gloating over my pre- 


dicament. 
“That’s right,” he grinned. “Bring it to 
papa.” 


At the edge of the jumble of negatives 
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Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!"’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me _ that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
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Do you want to make: more 
money in full or spare time ... 
as much as $15.00 in a day? 
Then write for this BIG OUT- 
FIT, sent you FREE, contain- 
ing more than 150 fine quality 
fabrics, sensational values in made-to-measure suits and 
overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers. No experience needed. You'll say it’s the greatest 
way to make money you ever saw. 


SAMPLE SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 
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and out of his reach, I stopped and struck 
a match. 

“Throw the gun away, Danny,” 
manded. 

His lip curled, and I said grimly, “I 
mean it! Suppose I toss this lighted match 
on these negatives? This place’ll go up in 
smoke in a minute.” I lowered my hand 
to emphasize my point. 

Stark terror blazed up in his bulging 
eyes and he ran his tongue over his quiver- 
ing lips. He watched the tiny flame in my 
hand as if hypnotized. 

“Make up your mind!” I told him. “Tl 
drop it before I let it burn my fingers.” 

Beads of sweat popped out on his fore- 
head and after long, never-ending moments, 
I saw the gun waver. I lowered my hand 
closer to the negatives and with an angry 
cry he flung the gun into a far corner of 
the room. I dashed out of the room and 
fled upstairs. I collapsed into the arms of 
a startled janitor and babbled incoherently 
about a man with a gun in the basement. 
But when three of the men finally ven- 
tured down to capture him, Danny had 
vanished. A door leading to the alley was 
open, but there was no trace of Danny ex- 
cept the pile of scattered negatives that I 
had threatened to touch a match to. And 
as I recalled his unreasoning fright at the 
thought of the negatives blazing up in a 
flash fire I began to laugh uncontrollably 
and then went into a hysteria that sent 
Howie, the janitor, off in a frantic search 
for help. 

Later, as Gil stood in the middle of his 
office surveying the mess Danny had cre- 
ated, Howie repeated the story of my es- 
cape for the fourth or fifth time. “That’s 
what I call quick thinking!” Howie de- 
clared admiringly. 

“Quick thinking and a good bluff!” Gil 
grinned, putting an arm around my shoul- 
der. 

“What do you mean ‘bluff’?” Howie de- 
manded. “He’d have been a fool not to 
drop that gun to keep from being set on 
fire. Man, that celluloid flashes up worse 
than gunpowder!” 

Gil winked at me and picked up a nega- 
tive. “Sure, celluloid will burn like that,” 
he explained. “But not this stuff.” He 
held his flaming cigarette lighter to the 
edge of the film. 

Howie’s eyes widened in amazement as 
the flame ate slowly into the negative, but 
promptly went out when the lighter was 
withdrawn. 

“We use safety film these days, Howie,” 
I said. “Lucky for me Danny didn’t know 
that.” Now that my ordeal was over and 
reassured by Gil’s comforting presence, I 
confessed to him how Danny’s chance re- 
mark had spurred me to action. 

“TI know how wrong I was, Connie,” Gil 
said, taking my hand in his. “I said Danny 
was out of your class, but he never was in 
it! You're in a class all by yourself!” 


THE END 


I com- 
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Can 
Marriage 
After 

40 


Succeed ? 


(Continued from Page 15) 


tender spot. Ever since I had gratefully 
accepted Carleton’s tender offer of lifetime 
love and marriage, I had tried to suppress 
uneasy qualms about just how it would turn 
out. So, wounded by my aunt’s remarks, I 
struck back cruelly. 

“You’re just jealous, Aunt Rae,” I ac- 
cused her angrily. “You’re just a frus- 
trated, lonely, horrible old woman who 
hates to see anyone get out of life what you 
failed to get. This marriage will work be- 
cause Carleton and I are in love and love 
and age have nothing to do with each 
other.” 

But, as I had slammed viciously out of 
her room, I wondered if I believed my own 
brave assertion. 


4. VEN NOW, as our train sped along, 
carrying us to our honeymoon destina- 
a glorious two weeks in Los Angeles, 
I had my doubts. Perhaps it was my imag- 
ination, but when we_ boarded the 
train, fleeing gaily from a large crowd of 
relatives and friends who were bombarding 
us with the traditional rice, it seemed to 
me that the curious passengers had re- 
garded us with supercilious amusement. 
In my self-consciousness, I had believed I 
heard several titters from a group of young 


tion, 


girls who were seated in our car. I knew 
that people on trains, young and old, 


usually had a friendly, sympathetic feeling 
toward newlyweds who came aboard. I 
wondered, a bit resentfully, if they re- 
garded us as rather aged newlyweds. 

Once more I looked over at Carleton and, 
suddenly, the irony of his being asleep on 
our honeymoon trip before it was even 
night, struck me forcibly. That, I con- 
cluded with a tinge of bitterness, was the 
difference between flaming young love and 
the settled feelings of middle-aged people. 
A groom in his twenties or early thirties 
would have been so enthusiastic about 
being a groom that he would be showing 
it in every word and deed. If Carleton 
and I were the typical youthful honey- 
mooning couple, we would be sitting, hands 
clasped in pure ecstasy, perhaps sharing 
with each other the beauty of the world 
which unfolded swiftly outside our window. 

But the next moment, I was thoroughly 
ashamed of myself. For Carleton stirred 
himself into wakefulness, rubbed his eyes, 
looked at me and smiled that wide, gen- 
erous smile which had the power to make 
me forget any and all doubts. 

“Not very romantic of me, darling,” he 
apologized, “Except that I was dreaming 
about my lovely wife.” 








He put his arm about me and I was as 


reassured as I always am in Carleton’s 
arms. The darkness was rolling down 


about the train and there was no longer 
anything to see out our window, but the 
twinkling lights of neons. There was 
nothing to do but to respond to Carleton’s 
sweet kisses and endearing words. I began 
to feel as if I were 16 years old. 

It was like that all throughout our honey- 
moon. We stayed at a perfectly wonderful 
home in Los Angeles, the home of a maiden 
aunt of Carleton’s. She was as different 
from Aunt Rae as night is from day. She 
had been a maid to a number of the most 
outstanding stars, had salted away her 
money carefully and was able to live very 
comfortably. Carleton’s aunt still had ex- 
cellent contacts at the various studios and 
we had a marvellous time, watching the 
shooting of several films, meeting person- 
ally some of the most glamorous names in 
the business. Carleton was very much the 
devoted husband and lover and all my fears 
and dread anticipations were forgotten— 
that is until we got back home to our brand 
new apartment and settled down to the 
routine of married life. 

Settled down is just the proper expres- 
sion for what happened to our marriage— 
but fast. It seemed to me almost as though 
Carleton had taken time out for love on our 
honeymoon and forgotten all about the fact 
that we were still husband and wife. Oh, 
of course, there were the usual good morn- 
ing and good night kisses and he was as 
considerate as could be expected, but there 
were no more of the moments of endear- 
ment, the relaxed. gay conversations which 
we had shared during our courtship and 
those happy hours on the coast. 

Carleton told me that it was his ambition 
to save enough money so that we could buy 
a home of our own in St. Albans or West- 
chester County. He plunged back into his 
work with a tremendous pre-occupation, 
bucking real hard for a promotion which 
he knew was coming up. At nights, most 
of his time was taken up in working on 
some articles he was preparing for submis- 
sion to a nationally-circulated welfare mag- 
azine. When he wasn’t working on his 
manuscripts, his interest was in newspa- 
pers. books or watching television shows. I 
believe I would have almost lost my mind 
those first few months if it hadn’t been for 
the fact that, I too, was back on my job at 
the nursery school, despite Carleton’s pro- 
tests. I overcame his argument that he 
wanted his wife to be just a housewife by 
pointing out that my working would en- 
able us to save all the more money to build 
or buy that dream home. 

My job, however, and keeping our apart- 
ment tidy, preparing Carleton’s meals and 
taking care of his clothes just didn’t seem 
enough to make my life complete. Almost 
with a haunting quality, the words of Aunt 
Rae came back to me. I had expected 
more romance out of my marriage and | 
wasn’t getting it. I was beginning to brood 
about that. I was beginning to wonder if 
I hadn’t been better off, independent, self- 
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supporting, not expecting any of the fancy 
frills out of life and not being disappointed 
because I didn’t get them. At least, when 
I had been single, I had not been waiting, 
hand and foot, on someone who gave me 
in return only token attention and who 
compensated this with the eternal promise 
that some day we would have our own 
home. What of that. I began to think. 
What good was a nice home for two people 
who have grown further and further apart 
from each other? 

Inwardly, although I did my best to con- 
ceal any evidences of it. I found myself 
chafing at the bonds of this marriage. 
Often, sitting in the living room, trying to 
look the picture of the contented wife, 
spending a quiet evening at home, I 
glanced across the room at my busy hus- 
band with mounting irritation. He was so 
obviously happy. living this quiet, unevent- 
ful, highly-respectable existence. I began 
to pour over the society columns of the 
Amsterdam News and New York Age, not- 
ing with envy the gala parties and night- 
clubbing sorties which were being given. 
looking green-eyed as I saw the notices 
of Mr. and Mrs. So and So’s reception or 
trip to Europe. In all the months Carle- 
ton and I had been married. the greatest 
concession we had made to the outside 
world was an occasional show and, on those 
rare occasions. Carleton gave me the feel- 
ing that he felt he was stealing time from 
his work and not enjoying himself. 


I BECAME less and less pleasant in my 
outlook on life and withdrew almost 
wholly into my bitter shell. The plain 
truth, I told myself, was that marriage 
after 40 was doomed to be just what my 
aunt had predicted—a resounding disap- 
pointment. The truth was that, even 
though my husband and I were almost the 
same age. his mental outlook was that of 
an old, settled man, while I wanted some 
of the color and gaiety which life had to 
offer. 

Aunt Rae came snooping around every 
so often with her sharp-eyed. nosey self. 
One day she told me nastily: “Well, well. 
dear. it looks to me like you’ve become re- 
signed to living the life of an old maid after 
all—husband or no husband.” 

That was the straw which broke the 
camel’s back. I began to believe I had 
done a gross injustice to Aunt Rae.  Vi- 
cious though her comments might seem, 
everything she had threatened had come 
true. My marriage was a failure, I de- 
cided. 

It really would have been a failure if it 
hadn’t been for Dan Gardner. Dan was 
Carleton’s best friend. a worldly-wise free- 
lance artist. who was the exact opposite of 
my husband. Dan lived life to the fullest. 
He was always carefree and jolly. never 
had much money, shrank from the thought 
of working on a nine-to-five job and con- 
stantly and affectionately kidded Carleton 
about his driving ambition and steady hab- 
its. Because Dan represented the exact op- 
posite of everything Carleton was, he ap- 


pealed to me immensely and I spent many 
hours talking with him. One day, when 
Carleton had gone to the 42nd Street Li- 
brary to do some research, Dan, who was 
visiting, must have noticed that I was feel- 
ing particularly depressed. At any rate, he 
opened the conversation with a startling 
question. 

“You’re not very happy, are you, Con- 
nie?” he asked. 

Immediately, I was on the defensive. 

“What makes you ask a fantastic ques- 
tion like that?” I came back resentfully. 

Dan gave me a knowing look. 

“Tm neither blind nor stupid, dear,” he 
informed me kindly. “Anyone with half a 
brain can see that you’re dissatisfied with 
the kind of life you’re living—that is, any- 
one but Carleton.” 

The impact of the last part of his state- 
ment hit me hard, “anyone but Carleton.” 
I realized that, in all the miserable months 
behind me, I had never faced the fact that 
Carleton didn’t know how I felt, that I had 
never told him and that his manner and at- 
titude were adequate proof that he was ab- 
solutely unaware of my unhappiness. A 
slow horror began to creep over me. Was 
it possible that I was a great deal to blame 
for the state to which our marriage had 
come? Should I have spoken up? My re- 
sentment against Dan simply evaporated. I 
guess what I had really needed was an 
outlet for my pent-up repressions. Any- 
way, before you could say Jackie Robinson 
I was pouring out the whole story to Dan. 
starting with Aunt Rae’s dire predictions 
and coming right down to the fact that I 
was now convinced that I should have re- 
mained single. 

Dan listened with absolute sympathy. 
When I had finished, he said a few, well- 
chosen words which I shall never forget. 
How can I forget them? They were the 
words which helped me get back on the 
track. helped me regain my happiness and 
the glowing feeling that life, after all, 
wasn’t such a bad proposition. 

“Have you ever talked this over with 
Carleton. before or after you got married?” 
Dan demanded. 

Shamefacedly, I admitted that I hadn’t. 

“That was your second mistake,” he told 
me bluntly. 

“What was the first?” I asked. 

“Listening to your Aunt and letting her 
words affect you,” Dan replied promptly. 

“Listen, Connie,” he declared seriously. 
“You don’t regard me as a very deep per- 
son and I’m not, but you’d be surprised 
how much I know about this sort of thing. 
Ever heard of a guy by the name of Dr. 
Lester W. Dearborn? He’s director of 
some marriage counselling service con- 
nected with an outfit called the Massa- 
chusetts Society for Social Hygiene. He’s 
also a big shot in this American Associa- 
tion of Marriage Counsellors—vice presi- 
dent, I think. Well, anyway, this Dr. Dear- 
born really knows the score on marriage 
problems. I read somewhere that he has 
found, from his own experience, that many 

of the best marriages occur between cou- 
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ples who are over forty. But—and there’s 
a big but—the doc says that, in order for 
these marriages to be successful, the peo- 
ple involved have to FORGET their age. 
He calls age a product of the imagination. 
In other words, you’re as old as you feel. 

“You were right when you told your 
Aunt Rae that age and love are two en- 
tirely different things. Why, this Dearborn 
fellow declares that you can be as young 
emotionally and, from the standpoint of 
your desires, at forty as you were in your 
late twenties. In fact, the doc says that 
medical science proves that emotions and 
desires are more alive among women dur- 
ing their early forties.” 

My eyes opened wide as Dan talked. It 
amazed me that he had so much factual in- 
formation, mixed up with good, sound com- 
mon sense. It impressed me too. He con- 
tinued to tell me that the famous Dr. Kin- 
sey had stated in his report that women 
reach the apex of sexual and emotional de- 
sires and performance between 35 and 42. 

“First thing you’ve got to do is to get 
that awful self-consciousness of your own 
and Carleton’s age off your mind. Next 
thing you’ve got to do is to regard your 
Aunt Rae as just what she is—a nasty old 
woman with a twisted point of view. Lastly, 
you've got to start acting your age—the 
real age, the one you feel, an age of youth 
and vivaciousness. And you’ve got to set 
out to attract your husband to 





you once 


more just as you did when you first saw 
him. You do these things; hon, and you'll 


have the answer to happiness in your mar- 
riage. Now I’m gonna scram and let you 
think,” Dan finished. 

For a long time after he had left, I did 
think. But. before Carleton got home that 
evening, I had done more than think. I 
had donned a bright frock I had 
bought recently and pettishly stowed away 
in the closet. I had acquired a new look. 
When Carleton came in. I almost swept him 
off his feet. glad to see him and 
telling him how much I had missed him. 
He was pleasantly surprised and I found 
out that I could run pretty good competi- 
tion with those stuffy papers and books 
which had been his companions of eve- 
nings. 

Today Carleton and I are sweethearts 
and lovers even more than we have ever 
been. We are still building for the future, 
still occupied with our jobs, our savings 
and plans for a nice home. The pretty 
apartment in which we live is a wonderful 
home, meanwhile, because the ghost of 
misunderstanding which was gradually 
overtaking us because of my foolish ideas 
and Carleton’s had been 
routed and in its place we have with us the 
dancing spirit of Cupid. Cupid is a gent 
who doesn’t even know what age means. 

How old are Carleton and I today? Cer- 
tainly, no one can guess our real ages, for 
the happiness which radiates from us is 
plenty deceptive. And if they did guess, 
I'm not even sure that we’d remember our 
ages well enough to say whether they were 


right or wrong. THE END 
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t on the market fashioned to look mature. 
get a bar o Z. Glamourize— revitalize. 
Bar’ Shampoo tints hair gradually—each 
ion adds color, tone and sparkle. NO DYED 
OK. Won't hurt permanents. Full size cake only 
for $1.00. Comes in Black and Dark Brown. Try 
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4 SCARBO CREAM” Used by leading doctors and 

r) dru sts na ationally, “because o s Therapeutic Ef- 

i Poiso Ivy. Infantile Eczema szematoid 

Derm atitis, Industrial Dermatosis, Diaper ash, Pru- 

—< What would you give for a ritis Ani.” Oil Dermatitis, Fungi, Impetigo, Surface 

Helpful Mind Relief Solution Ulcer: Psoriasis, Acne, Athlete’s Foot Scabies, 

Weeping Eezema and many oth er skin nditions. 

» each one of your vexing, anxious PROBLEMS? Why suffer any longer? Send ser your condit To. 
¢+« Are you now worried over financial matters, debt DAY. Enclose $1.00 and mail to 

in dire need of some quick, Fast Luck, ONEY? DERMATAR Co., INC. 


is | your Home very sad at this time. No love. No 426 Citizens Bidg. Cleveland 14, Ohio 
armony. Noone to help share its LONELINESS? 

+ Have you been denied Companionship. Has Love 
wnaw oe? Are you hungry for true FRIENDSHIP? 
* Don’t Give Up? Good Luck can come your way! 
1ccess. Friends. Love. Money. Real HAPPINESS? 
This Great Humane Soaps —— te fo ncscwe n most 


Successful—Happy es ople, u: iSE 
Hope, Faith. This under- 
standing Helper is in the JANOSUN TREATI E 
ck off the Problems that now beset you. Dae so, will 
ur worried Mind its first Relief . Health ) Gam- 
r—) Family JF Husband (1) Wife(]" Friends {] _Love- 
}] Lonely) Fear() Money {) Job() Low ie 
ng’) Debts.) Crossed Condition 1) Enemies ) Bad 
k) Broken Home() No Peace-Of-Mind Write a let- 
if you wish to. The charge for ONE Problem is only $1. 
I Problems are $3. Eight for $5. REMEMBER there is 
i Janosun Treatise re cach, —, — the tins 
1 wish. Money refunded if not deligted with its He! 
POWER & Glory! Nowcheck off your Problems and ae DEL MONTE 
JANOSUN, 4727 N. Damen, Dept. A205, Chicago 25, Ill. 1919 Ditmars Blvd. Suite 5-TG, Long Island City 5. N. Y. 


PEP UP + CHEER UP + FRESH UP’ 


Fight that TIRED OUT Feeling 
BACKACHE and GETTING UP Nights 


New Internal Refresher Great for 
Men and Women Past 35! 


{f you get up many times during the night to go to the bathroom and 
your sleep is broken, you can't feel full of pep and vigor the next 
day. You may have non-organic and non-systemic Kidney Trouble. Some of the symptoms, in addi- 
tion to getting up nights, are bladder weakness, burning passage, leg pains, circles under eyes, 
loss of pep, nervousness, headaches, dizziness, pains in the hips, groin, lower abdomen and back. 
You may need a reliable stimulant diuretic like FLUSHEX PILLS to help Nature remove irritating 
excess acids, poisonous wastes and certain germs. This cleansing fiusning action helps alleviate 
many pains, aches, soreness, stiffness, helps reduce night and day calls—allows you to enjoy and 
benefit by restful sleep. So order FLUSHEX PILLS today, but send no money. Pay postman $2 plus 
postage and C.0.D. charges. If you send cash with or er we pay all postal charges. MONEY BACK 
IF NOT HELPED. You can order FLUSHEX PILLS with confidence for if you are not helped by the 
very first box we'll give you back your money. Rush your name and address NOW. 


FLUSHEX MEDICINE CO., 246 Roebling St., Dept. 152 Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE If not completely 
satisfied, return unused portion in te n days, : 
will be promptly refundec 


and money 






Love, wealth. happiness may 
be yours. Carry the alleged 
Lucky Talisman of the Orient. 

Try this amazing charm for 
one week. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed or money refunded. 
Send only $1.00 today. 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 16) 


he wants me to marry him before he goes 
to the army but I don’t know what to do. 
He is also very jealous and does not want 
anybody to talk to me but yet he wants to 
do as he pleases. Should I finish school 
and wait for the other boy or marry this 
boy who is going to the army? I love him 


very much. Puzzled 
Dear Puzzled: Please don’t mistake the 
desire to get away from an undesirable 


family situation for love. It is true that 
you may be in love with these boys but 
it is much more likely that they offer you 
a chance to escape. I would advise you to 
finish school and then wait until these boys 
have been out of the army at least six 
months before you make your decision as 
to which (if either) you will marry. 
* & 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I’m hoping you will 
be able to help me with a problem con- 
cerning two men. I fell in love with 
very nice young man. We went out to- 
gether quite a bit and then he went away. 
He writes to me and tells me he loves me 
but has not as yet asked me to marry him. 
He is very intelligent and industrious but 
he is now in the army. I am the mother of 
a child by another man and the father of 
my baby has asked me to marry him. He 
loves me and I do care for him but he has 
many faults that would not make ours a 
happy marriage. He never liked to work 
before he went into the services but he has 
promised to work when he comes out. 
Should I take him at his word? Should I 
wait for the man I love to ask me or should 
I marry the father of my child. C.M. 

Dear C. M.: My first thought is that 
you should marry your child’s father for 
every youngster needs a father in the home. 
But then again, this man’s faults must be 
taken into consideration and I think that 
more than anything else you should con- 
sider whether or not this man will make 
a good father for your child. As to the 
young man whom you think you love, it 
would be best if you just mark time. He 
has not declared his intentions and, judg- 
ing from what has happened to you in the 
past, you should have learned to proceed 
carefully in matters concerning love. 

* * 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am in love with a 
boy about 21. I am 19 and I love this boy 
very much. He is a merchant seaman and 
when he comes home he really does not 
seem to care about me. He does not even 
write to me while he is away. Tell me 
what to do for I love him very much. He 
does not even come to see me when he is 
home. What can I do? Edith F. 

Dear Edith: Try giving him the same 
treatment. Don’t write to him. Don’t try 
to see him. Perhaps he will then get cu- 
rious and try to find the reason you are 
treating him this way and will begin to 
show more interest. Play hard to get and 
he may end up in love with you. If he still 
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shows no interest after you try this—for- 
get him. It may seem hard at first but it 
will be better for you in the long run. 

* & 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 16 years old 
and am in love with a boy 19 who lives in 
another town. Before he left he told me 
that he loved me, but if he does I would 
think that he would write more often. I 
don’t hear from him but once each week 
while I write to him every night. Can’t 
something be done about this? He is going 
into the army next month. Eloise E. 

Dear Eloise: We will just have to face 
it, Men will not write letters as often as 
women do—or as often as we would like 
them to. You can try writing fewer let- 
ters yourself after telling him that you 
think that he should write more often and 
that you will not resume your “letter a 
schedule until he produces more. But 
Few 


> 


day’ 
you should consider yourself lucky. 
men will keep up a 
letter writing schedule. Keep up your let- 
ters to him. They will be even more pre- 
cious to him now that he is in the army. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
eran and I am in love with a girl who is 
married and has two children. My prob- 
lem is this. We love each other and want 
to get married someday but I don’t know 
what to do. She is in another city and she 
writes to tell me that she misses me _ be- 
cause we understand each other and we 
like the same things in life. We want a 
home where we can live and be happy to- 
gether. I go to school and work every- 
day and have just about everything we 
need and I just don’t know what to do. 


Cpl. J.A.W. 


Dear J.A.W.: Let’s just forget that you 
are the person who is in love and look at 
the entire situation from a purely objec- 
tive viewpoint. When we do this we con- 
sider not only you and the girl you love but 
also her two children and her present hus- 
band who probably knows nothing about 
your affair. These children deserve a life 
with their father and mother. In this sit- 
uation you will have to look upon yourself 
as a home breaker. Unless the girl’s pres- 
ent husband is a cruel and un-loving hus- 
band and father to his family, my advice 
to you is to forget the affair. Even if she 
should divorce her husband and marry you 
it is entirely possible that your life would 
not be happy. You will never be able to 
forget that she was dishonest with her first 
husband and will probably be suspicious 
of her every move for fear that she may be 
unfaithful to you. 

* *& *& 


even one-a-week 


I am an army vet- 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I’m a junior in high 
school and I’m 16 years of age. I’m in love 
with a boy 21. He has been married but 
has been separated for three months and 
now has his divorce. I’m really in love 
with him and he seems to feel the same 
about me. My mother likes him although 
she says that she prefers him to stay away. 

He likes my mother and father. We are 


planning on getting married if he has to 
go back into the service. What can I do? 
My friends love him and he thinks I have 
some nice friends. My girl friends are all 
married. 

W. B. 

Dear W. B.: Please do not take any rash 
steps. After all. if you are just 16 and he 
21, a couple years’ wait will not harm 
either of you. It would be best for you to 
finish high school before considering mar- 
riage. It could be that you want to marry 
now mainly because your girl friends are 
all married and you feel left out. It would 
be better to feel “left out” for a year or two 
than to marry in haste and find out too late 
that you have married the wrong man. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am in love with a boy. 
He is 22 and I am 17. My parents think that 
he is too old for me and forbid me to see him. 
| went against their wishes and saw him. | 
can’t stay away from him. Recently we had a 
quarrel and he told me to get myself another 
boy friend. 

Miss Eddie J. 

Dear Eddie: Take your parents advice and 
stay away. Take your loved one’s advice and 
get another boy friend. By the time you are a 
year older you will have forgotten about him. 
Probably one of his main attractions is that 
your parents have forbidden you to see him. 

* * & 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: On June 30, 1949, I met 
Mary. She and I became good friends and she 
asked me to rent a house. I did this and later 
she moved in with me and promised to marry 
me. For some reason she never has. I have 
talked to her time and time again trying to get 
her to understand that I want to marry her if 
she would like for me to so that we can live a 
legitimate life but I get no results. I’m a per- 
son who likes to think before I come to con- 
clusions. I can’t imagine what she hopes to 
accomplish by living this way. Should I ask her 
to move or give her a little more time? 

Henry Lee R. 

Dear Henry Lee R.: Your case is just the 
opposite of most others. Usually it is the 
woman who writes telling of some man who has 
duped her into a common-law association with 
promises of marriage. You are to be com- 
mended for your decent intentions. From what 
you say. your life together has been a happy 
one with the exception of her refusal to marry. 
When a woman in her position turns down an 
offer of marriage you can be fairly sure she has 
a good reason—or at least one which she con- 
siders good. Have you checked into the possi- 
bility that she might already be married and 
does not want her husband to find her? This 
that she could not marry you 


would mean 


PERIOD DELAYED? 
(Overdue) 


DON’T RISK DISASTER 
DON’T WORRY 


At last—it CAN BE SOLD, a new extra effective Doctor ap- 
proved formula—‘‘Quik-Kaps’’ capsules may relieve you of 
your biggest worry—when due to minor functional menstrual 
delay or borderline anemia. Scientifically prepared by reg- 
istered Pharmacists. ‘‘Quik-Kaps’’ capsules contain only 
medically recognized drugs having no harmful after effects. 
Complete supply—packed in a confidential box only $5.00. 
Send no money and we will mail C.0.D. plus small postage 
and C.O.D. charges or send $5.00 cash and we will rush 
AIR MAIL ‘‘Just the thing to have on hand.’’ 


Available only from 
PERSONAL DRUG CO. 
6 Hester St., Dept. TC 11, New York 2, N. Y. 








Enjoy LONGER, Attractive 
wi 
Extra wide — 


ra 
thick. Attach easily. 
No.H-101. Special 


ALL-OVER epamour with 
P dour. Long ping 
shoulder length hair. 

Covers entire head. $99 
No. H-110 .. only _— 
























Extra Large, DeLuxe 
Fascinating New Style, pe Finest Quality 
Quick, Easy to Fix, Glam- uman Hair. 
crous CHIGNON. Just the | ALL- AROUND TRUE LOVE 
i i TH CURLS — attach 


ing to cover up short hair 4 
end. Helps you look ¢ 95 | very easily and na- 9 
more attractive. turally into Hair, a 
No. H-148, =| No. H-120 . Just 








FULLCAP WIG SUGAR PUFFS 








Late Finest Quality! | Get two Glamorous SUGAR 
Thick cluster of Gorgeous | PUFFS—for the price of one! 
Curls on Sep. fi You'll marvel how this Won- 
Fashion Style 


Smart, Youthinl I ocr sppeerance. A Bargain! 
ENTIR Hebi >] niza. > 95 
No. H-118, Now BOTH for = 
FREE of extra cost with your order 

“Love Forever” Perfume 


Full size bottle of Exotic, Glamorous Perfume. 
Send today for your Highest Quality Genuine 
Human Hair Pieces. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
State shade: — Black, Off Black, Dark Brown 

Just pay postman C.O.D.amount plus postage. 


LaRITZ STYLES CO., Dept. P-355 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16.11". 


FEEL ACHY? 


666 ‘air 


RELIEF 
$328 Worth of CURIOS-Only #198! 
(-G 

















HELPING HAND BRAND CURIO 
Some people go to Voodoo Doctors 
and pay $5 to $25 for these Curios, 
Used by many for job-getting, 
winning in love, cards, dice. Out- 
fit consists of big Curio Bag filled 
with Lodestones, Hi John _ the 
Conqueror, Hand Root, and Van 
Van Oil. Sold ONLY as Curios, 
we make no other claims. 
SEND NO MONEY Send name 
and address. 
On arrival of Curios and Earrings 
pay postman only $1.98 plus C.O.D. 


postage Satisfaction or 
Wheel of Fortune Co. }; . xt 





money back. Send NOW! 


Dept. 501-H, 3016 W. Van Buren St.. Chicago 12, Ill. 


') EARN 
| SAMPLE 
eee FREE fioers 


Write me, and I'll send you this big 
actual sample fabrics ene style 


ABSOLUTELY 
geous, newest style dresses—lovely 
lingerie—hosiery, men’sshirtsand 
socks—all at LOW PRICES. 
Take orders from friends 
and make money in spare time. 
GET FREE SAMPLES! 
Sendnomoney for thisbig-profit 
Saoet aemploranetes.. t'syours 
ush name, address now. 


free. K 
THE MELVILLE CO., Dept. 6306, CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 
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until she has obtained a divorce and 
es not want to apply for a divorce for 
would reveal her whereabouts to the man 
s trying to escape. 


* * * 


lear Mrs. Jackson: Please help me. I’ve 
1 married a little better than a year to 
1 who is 12 years older thanI am. I 
taken in by his sweet talk but about 
mths ago I found out that he was 
¢ out with another woman. [I left him 
took a job. Now I have met a young 
who is two years younger than I am 
[ have fallen in love with him and he 
me. He wants to buy my divorce so 
we can get married, but he is in the 
Force. Do you think that I would be 
1 mistake? 
Mrs. C. W. A. 
Mrs. C. W. A.: You seem overly 
essed with the differences in ages be- 
you and the men in your life. Ac- 
the age differences in your case are 
reat enough to be considered. What 
ave not described although you prob- 
have taken them into consideration 
the characters of these two men. You 
1 make up your mind about what you 
1 to do only after thoroughly consid- 
every phase of the characters of both 
It is entirely possible that the Air 
man who is two years your junior 
1entally and morally much more mature 
your husband. Regardless of what 
lo, whether it is to accept-the offer of 
unger man or to go back to your hus- 
you should think the entire matter 
very carefully. 
* * * 


ear Mrs. Jackson: I am a single girl 
ears old and I’m in love with a boy 26 
old and he is married. He tells me 
es me and I believe him because he 
me anything I ask for and does any- 
for me that I ask him to do. I have 
friend also and he says he loves me 
igh he does not do as much for me as 
man who is married does. The boy 
married tells me that I’m his heart 
ks if he leaves his home and sends 
will I come to him. Should I for- 
yout him, stop dating him and drop 
om my mind completely and con- 
going with my boy friend steady or 
1 I keep on loving him and up and 
and go with him? 
Miss M.S. 
M.S.: If you “up and leave and go 
him” (and it looks like a very foolish 
» to me) just remember the following: 
1 will be breaking up a home. 2) 
vill be breaking the laws of any state 
hich you might settle. 3) You will 
have a legal hold on this man—he 
ip and leave you” any time he wishes. 
1 will be going against all Christian 
is teachings. 5) You will be 
irdizing your chances for a happy 
ce later on. 6) You will probably 
the hatred of his friends and the con- 
f yours. 7) You will cause your 
family sorrow and heartbreak. 
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BY BEATRICE MURPHY 


PRAYER 

God, let me know within my soul 
And ever conscious be 
Of offering all I have to give 
Without a thought of me 
Or my reward. Let me believe— 
And oh, I do believe, 
Despite the word of man— 
That love will truly bless 
This heart of mine; 
That it will rebound to me 
If I give my best. 
May I never love confine 
To fit a studied plan. 
“You give too much,” they tell me. 
God, show me what is right. 
Shall I share this love of mine, 
Or selfish, hold it tight? 

THE LETTER 
Please excuse this letter; 
I know we said we’re through 
But there’s something very precious 
Of mine you took with you 
And I must have it back. 
I’m sure that you will find it 
If you search among your pack 
Way down in the innermost part. 
Please wrap it carefully 
Before you mail— 
You see, it’s my heart. 


REQUEST 
When we part, let it be in the evening: 
Let us say our farewells in the night. 
With the crown of your love upon me 
I shall wake with the morning light 


And live through the days as nobly 
As any queen on her throne, 
Gathering strength and courage 
From the love which I have known. 


Then when the night is falling, 
And memories over me creep, 
I can crawl quietly into bed 
And cry myself to sleep! 


MY LOVE FOR YOU 
My love for you is like a rushing wind. 
I am awed by the strength of it. 
I am thrilled by the feel of it. 
I am fascinated by the beauty of it 
As it moves my being. 
I am lulled and soothed by the murmur 
of it. 
[am happy! Iam happy! I live in it; 
I breathe in it; it has carried me away 
To my doom! To my doom! 
And like the twirling leaves I am content 
That it has honored me 
By whirling me away! 
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This Christmas 

ive her », . = 
Glamorous Jingerie S 
NYLON TRICOT GOWN 


$14.99 


Gift Boxed 










e Never needs ironing! 

e 15 denier, non-run nylon tricot! 
e Washes and dries like a dream! 
e Never wrinkles! 








Luxuriously sheer gown of 
costly nylon tricot that wears 
without an ounce of care. The 
entire front . . . from scoop 
neckline to sweeping hem... 
is gorgeously permanently 

pleated — never needs iron- 
ing! Elasticized waist hugs 
gently. And it's so practical! 
Rinse in the morning .. . it's 
ready to pack by noonl 
Colors: Black Magic, Bridal 
White, South Sea Coral. Sizes: 
10-12-14-16-18-20., 
































Styled b 
NANTUCKET 





2-PIECE MANDARIN 
QUILTED ~— 


cups, 


Put a glow in her heart... a 
gleam in her eye . . . with the 
shining beauty of these quilted 
rayon satin lounging pajamas! 
Gorgeous Mandarin coat with 
real frog closings, side slits, and 
huge angle pocket appliqued 
with a black satin dragon! It's 
lined with gleaming black rayon 


Bra and Panty Colors 

for each Day-of-the-Week 

@ Mon.—Bive © Tues.—Pink © Wed.—White 
© Thurs.—Maize © Fri.—Pink 
© Sot.—Black © Sun.—White 







INITIALED BRAS 


7 LOVABLE rayon 7 Hollywood Brief 
satin bras, beautifully 
silk embroidered with 
her personal initial. 
An elegant ensemble 
with stitched under- 
adjustable 
shoulder straps. In 7 
colors to match colors 


““‘TEMPTRESS”’ 


b FITTED NEGLIGEE 


and GOWN SET 


2 PIECES 


$12.99 


Beautifully Gift Boxed 


Exquisite two-piece set of 
sheer rayon-ninon, lavishly 
trimmed with lace. The neg- 
ligee has full sleeves . . . tiny 
lace cuffs ... a lacy midriff 
and yoke... and a “‘little- 
girl" collar. The gown has 
lovely lace shoulder straps 
and midriff. Gorgeously 
transparent . . . yet com- 
pletely practical (they wash 
like a dream .. . will not 
shrink!) Color-fast. Colors: 
Midnight Black, Pink Angel, 
Forget-Me-Not Blue, Bridal 


& White. Sizes: 12-14-16-18. 


Styled by OLIPHANT 


MATCHING BRAS and PANTIES 
wit Hor Initial! 


INITIALED PANTIES 


Panties — of fine- 
quality, resist-run, 
rayon Tricot Jersey. 
Silk-embroidered with 
her initial. /2"" full 
elastic waistband. 
Colorfast. In 7 colors 
to match colors of 


of PantisiveS: ACups UNDERTOGS.. 
+ ups e 
LOUNGING PAJAMAS ry} ~ 34, 7. SIZES: Smali, Medi- 
j 3 38 um, Large 
$10.99 cirt soxen | 7 for $§-99 7 for $4.99 
GIFT BOXED Beautifully Gift Boxed 


WHICH INITIAL? 

First name or family name? Either 
one is correct. Tell us your first choice 
and your second choice. 


WHAT WONDERFUL GIFTS! Order by Mail! 
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satin to match the sleek black ; Shoppes 7 tong RP vu : 
satin pants. Irresistibly feminine ' Ptense cond me the tellowing Roms. H 
. an outfit any girl would 1 Add 31¢ to each item for postage and handling. 
love to have. 1 Hem Quentity Size Color 2nd Color Choice I 
t Nylon Tricot Gown at $14.99 1 
COLOR COMBINATIONS: i Negligee & Gown Set at $12.99 : 
¢ Mandarin Red jacket with black 4] Lounging Poiomas ot $10.99 i 
nts i WITIAL DESIRED 
” Quen. Size First Choice 2nd Choice + 
© Golden Lime jacket with black 1) jniticled Boxed Bra Set of $6.99 = | | ] |! 
pants Initialed Boxed Ponty Set ot $4.99] | | | | jt 
¢ Lotus White jacket with black 4) wame : 
mend 1) aporess eae a 
SIZES: 9-11-13-15-17-19 and =f) cry______. —_— << a 
10-12-14-16-18-20. (0 Money Order 0 Check ocoo. jf 
1] (if delivered in Mew York City, 064 3% Seles Tex) MONEY BACK GUARANTEE WITHIN 5 DAYS  |9 
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FREE! 16 PAGE GIFT CATALOG! WRITE FOR YOUR COPY TODAY. 
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—the cigarette that's 
good to you— good to smoke 
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